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THE  SUMMER-GARDEN 


THE  SUMMER-GARDEN 

FIRST    NIGHT 

'Tempo  di  Valse 

STRANGE  hearts  are  holding  her, 
Strange  lives  moulding  her; 
Strange  arms  enfolding  her, 

Harrowing,  she  comes ! 
Strange  loves  have  taken  her, 
No  soul  shall  waken  her; 
Asleep  through  the  sound 

Of  the  violins,  the  drums. 

Strange  arms  are  guarding  her, 
Furthering,  retarding  her; 
I  stand  regarding  her, 

Each  time  she  turns ; 
How  might  I  envy  them, 
I,  now  supplanted  by  them  ? 
What  things  stand  granted  by  them  ? 

All  the  heart  spurns ! 


THE  SUMMER-GARDEN 

King's  gold,  Mayor's  gold, 
None  like  her  hair's  gold ; 
Lo,  how  she  flares  gold 

Where  the  dance  wheels ; 
While  its  wise  interlaces, 
Borne  through  chimed  interspaces, 
Lisp  the  light  commonplaces, 

All  the  heart  feels. 

Red  the  pine  splinter-torches 
Shine  in  the  black  winter-porches ; 
How  now  the  flame  tinder-scorches 

All  the  heart  knows! 
Red  run  the  tillages 
From  the  morn's  pillages ; 
Wolves  in  the  villages 

Howl  through  the  snows. 

Each  round  directing  her, 
Steadying,  her  dance-companion, 
All-unsuspe<5ting  her, 

Swells  with  wild  pride; 
Not  the  once  dreaming  her, 
Scanning  each  fed  feature, 
Naught  save  a  dead  creature, 

None  to  call  bride; 
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Each  partner  vivifying, 
No  man  but  mystifying, 
Death-sure  yet  life-defying, 

Phantom  while  free; 
Strange  arms  confining  her, 
Strange  hearts  enshrining  her, 
No  soul  divining  her, 

No  man  but  me. 

She  knows  not  each  transitory, 

Cold-eyed,  predatory, 

Some  pitter-patter  phantasmagory 

Ambling  between ! 
Silent  while  ceaselessly, 
Through  the  timed  raillery 
I  the  lone  tower-gallery 

Range  me  unseen. 

I,  the  non-jealous  one, 
Mark  but  each  zealous  one; 
Scorning  to  malison 

One  soul  of  all; 
Master,  nay,  myrmidon, 
Dreams  how  he  woebegone 
Guides  but  an  automaton 

Through  the  rapt  hall. 
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I  was  her  lover  once, 
I,  resolute,  single-hearted; 
Prizing  ere  life  departed, 
All  that  glowed  mine ; 
She,  so  coquetting  all, 
So  soon  forgetting  all, 
Nor  knows  Death  besetting  all, 
So  soon  yields  the  sign. 

Klang!  Klong! 
Bells  in  the  clock-tower; 
Feast-hall  and  rock-bower 

Klang  back,  Klong. 
Light  lips  lie  twittering, 
Gold  coils  are  glittering; 
Light  feet  fly  flittering, 

Lips  join  with  song. 

Sea-blue  and  sky's  blue, 
Rivalling  her  eyes'  blue  ! 
Each  orb  defies  blue, 

Starbright,  serene; 
Swift  like  the  summer-swallow, 
Deep  like  the  sand's  hollow 
Past  where  wild  winds  follow, 

Full-brim  between. 
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Ruby-red,  red  rose-red, 
Lo,  her  lip  glows  red !  — 
All  tonight  flows  red 

Frozen  red  so  near ! 
She  stirs  with  slow  smile-glances 
Whoso  the  while  dances ; 
None  that  here  countenances 

Ruth  nor  one  fear. 

Through  the  lit  castle 
Servitor  and  vassal 
Salver  and  wassail 

Carolling  prepare ; 
She  by  some  gyromancy 
Transformed  in  spirit-fancy, 
Gleams  past  all  supplicancy, 

Each  man's  despair. 

Out  round  the  clock-tower 
Sounds  the  loud  feast-hour! 
Suddenly  now  the  lights  glower, 

(How  the  bell  booms !) 
Klong!  and  the  guest-visages 
Blanch  with  wild  death-presages ; 
Klang!  and  the  skeletons 

Groan  in  their  tombs. 
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Klang!  and  the  lights  fall 
Dim  through  the  knights'  hall; 
A  mist-wind  that  blights  all 

Chills  the  loud  throng; 
Seven  tolls  and  eight  tolls, 
And  nine  tolls  and  ten  tolls, 
Eleven  tolls,  twelve  tolls, 

Klang-clatter  and  Klong ! 

Forthright  the  tomb-doors 
Burst  in  the  cavern-floors ; 
As  the  loosed  sea  roars, 

All  roars  below; 
Staggering  halts  the  music, 
Strange  grow  its  cadences; 
Blue  the  red  radiances' 

Misbegot  glow. 

King's  gold,  Mayor's  gold, 
Strange  gleams  her  hair's  gold ; 
Lo,  though  it  flares  gold 

Where  the  dance  whirls ; 
My  life's  long  luminary, 
Now  seems  it  visionary  ; 
Pale  grow  the  planetary 

Glimmer-coils  and  curls. 
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Out  rush  the  ghost-forms 
Here,  where  the  rout  swarms ; 
While  the  dead  heart  warms, 

The  live  but  grow  cold ; 
Through  the  swift  sword-flashes, 
Harm-free,  the  file  dashes ; 
Faces  like  fire-ashes 

Blanch  and  grow  old. 

Down  the  proud  steel-bedighted 
Hall  we,  the  uninvited, 
Speed  now  the  terror-blighted, 

Lord,  warrior,  king; 
Matron,  maid,  margravine, 
All  but  my  junket-queen 
Quail  as  we  supplicate  them 

Join  the  first  ring. 

Through  the  wide  portals 
Fly  the  ghast  mortals ; 
Thrown  in  one  Death-flagellant, 

Fear-possessed  throng; 
Loud  o'er  the  battlemented 
Watch-towers,  the  dazzlemented 
Guests  like  the  new-demented 

Send  the  shrieks  Ion"   . 
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Then  while  the  chorus  booms 
'Thwart  rookeries,  casern-rooms, 
My  love  where  Love  resumes, 

Lays  the  gold  head. 
Underground  the  worms  digging, 
Overhead  stars  jigging, 
Midbetween  whirligigging, 

Dance  we,  the  dead. 

Sounds  of  our  ghost-laughters 
Driven  out  our  hereafters, 
Ring  through  the  roof-rafters, 

Scare  the  black  vaults ; 
All  round  the  guest-chambers 
Crash  with  antiphony ; 
Throwing  mad  polyphony, 

Swings  the  wild  waltz. 

This  was  the  tale  the  fat  bandmaster  told, 
As  I  sat  dazed,  among  the  dead-leaf  mould ; 
There  by  the  fence,  behind  the  moist  long  grass, 
Where  the  dead  peach-trees  kept  one  lingering 

hold; 

And  while  the  drink  died  out,  the  brain  fell  cold, 
Knew  the  old  voices  speak,  the  lost  shades  pass. 
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I  WAS  a  king  of  the  Atlantides. 
My  chariots  dashed  in  half  a  thousand  hills 
And  half  a  thousand  ships  of  mine  rode  forth 
With  painted  oars  and  sails  of  golden  weed, 
With  bannered  masts  and  figure-heads  upreared, 
To  ridge  the  open  seaways  West  and  South. 
For  half  a  life  I  ruled ;  to  win  such  things 
As  monarchs  and  as  men  desire ;  great  stores, 
Increase  at  will;  dominion  over  lands 
Both  populous  and  lone  between  far  seas. 
I  had  bright  palaces  and  many  queens ; 
Stark  sons  and  blithesome  daughters  towering  tall ; 
Full  granaries  and  vats  of  purple  wine, 
And  hidden  rock-vaults  swoln  with  milky  pearls. 
I  had  strong  captains,  valorous  henchmen  true, 
Swart  mariners  and  keen  physicians  gray, 
And  watchers  of  the  tides  and  of  the  stars, 
And  those  who  slit  the  earth  and  open  gold. 
I  had  skilled  armorers ;  men  to  fashion  shapes 
In  wax  and  bronze,  of  those  who  lived  and  ceased, 
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And  men  who  scribed  what  lateward  rose  in  stone. 

I  had  young  dancers,  footed  like  the  deer 

That  sprang   when   travellers   marked   the   desert 

wells. 

I  had  swift  athletes,  files  of  wrestling-men, 
And  bards  and  minstrels  singing  in  green  closes ; 
I  had  black  steeds,  white  kine  and  talking  birds, 
And  great-eared  elephants,  and  peacocks  pale 
And  many-hued  as  might  be  in  strange  lands. 
I  built  long  castles  by  the  sea,  and  round 
Pavilions  where  the  mountain-crests  rose  bare, 
And  set  great  leagues  apart  for  hunting-fields 
Where  the  deep  forest  closed  the  first  sea-plain. 
Beyond  the  toys  of  kingliness,  I  held 
The  right  of  justice  between  man  and  master, 
Seizing  no  tribute  save  in  recompense 
For  evil  wrought  upon  the  sovereignty 
Of  balanced  law,  held  manifest  between. 

I  and  my  people  lived  as  one,  in  ways 
We  might  but  share  in  common,  through  the  years 
When  peace  held  long  and  plenty  swelled  the  land ; 
Or  if  the  hill-tribes  haply  rose,  the  sea 
Thronged  off  our  forelands  with  invading  ships, 
(As  thrice  had  been  in  my  remembrancing,) 
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I  led  them,  never  once  in  our  defeat, 
Suffering  no  man  before  me  when  the  shields 
Clashed,  and  the  spears   ran   murdering  back  and 
forth. 

The  streams  and  winds  both  served  us  ;   and  the 

folk 

Whose  separate  yet  united  intents  throve, 
Made  thrice  or  so  within  the  circling  year, 
With  feast  and  song,  more  usage  than  decree, 
Light  offerings  to  the  half-forgotten  gods. 
For  we  had  found,  long  since,  that  these,  so  loth 
To  grant  us  what  we,  lacking,  soon  must  die, 
Had  but  the  souls  of  children  or  of  apes. 
While  dreading  their  disfavor,  yet  we  braved  it, 
And  haply  won  thrice  oftener  than  we  lost. 
The  plague  ran  loose  ;  we  spoiled  the  bitter  play 
Wherewith,  in  weariness  of  playthings  old, 
They  would  have  slain  us  as  we  worshipped  them. 
For  we  had  found,  by  desperation  stung, 
Shrubs  in  the  wood,  whose  roots  and  shredded 

leaves 

Brewed  in  the  water  of  a  certain  spring, 
Sped  swift  the  Fever-god  from  sick  men's  lips. 
The  Flood-god  smote  us  thrice ;  we  made  a  way 
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Hard  by  a  cataract  between  loose  crags, 

And   when    the    rains  roared,  eased    them    in    swift 

wise. 

The  Fire-god  struck ;  we  quarried  in  the  hills, 
And  cities  rose  that  he  might  siege  in  vain. 
So  thus  it  was,  that  these  became  scarce  more 
Than  names  to  couple  with  a  waterer's  curse, 
Or  find  excuse  for  often  feasting-days. 

In  the  old  time,  the  hungered  prophets  told 
For  pilgrim-gifts  of  chosen  food,  for  sleep 
By  the  protection  of  lone  shepherds'  fires, 
How  this  god  sent  the  plague,  and  this  the  cure ; 
How  this  god  sent  the  sun  and  this  the  rain; 
How  this  god  sent  the  North-wind,  this  the  South, 
How  this  the  the  locust  and  the  wolf,  how  this 
The  youngling  corn,  the  olive  and  the  vine. 
For  half  an  age  our  temples  rose  apace  ; 
Through  all  men's  toil  they  studded  hill  and  plain, 
And  crowned  the  cities  for  a  thousand  years 
With  roofs  and  towers  of  marble  and  strung  gold, 
Blue  lapis  and  with  purple  porphyry 
Starred  with  a  myriad  points  of  living  fire. 
Each  drew  its  artisans,  then  worshippers, 
Then  the  cold  craft  that  pursed  and  fed  from  these. 
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Some  rivalries  uprose,  and  blood  ran  free; 

The  templars  of  the  white  Moon-goddess  claimed 

A  privilege  and  fee  that  custom  turned, 

By  right  of  years,  unto  a  lesser  fane; 

My  father,  who  was  then  the  King,  made  peace 

By  dint  of  arms,  and  threated  banishment, 

Seizing  the  temples  to  find  resting-place 

For  those  who,  living,  lived  not  but  with  wounds 

Too  strong  for  any  healing  but  with  death. 

He  bade  the  scribes  and  keepers  of  the  scrolls, 

And  those  who  marked  the  seasons'  fall  and  rise, 

Enrolled  the  titles  of  the  worthy  dead, 

Made  simples  quelling  long-thought  mortal  pain, 

And  those  who  wrought  protection  o'er  the  land, 

Make  there,  where  hate  had  reigned,  abiding-place 

For  whatso  should  not  perish  of  our  years. 

The  figures  of  the  gods  remained,  for  not 

That  men  should  worship  them  as  puissant  things, 

Dowered  with  arbitraments  o'er  death  and  life, 

But  rather  in  the  hope  that  there  might  be 

Some  answering  stir  among  the  multitudes 

For  what  had  stirred  the   men   who  had  wrought 

them  there, 

In  pallid  stone,  with  beautiful  sad  eyes, 
That  gazing,  saw  nor  loved  no  living  thing, 
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Thrilled  only  with  the  life  left  trembling  there 
In  the  dead  marble,  by  the  sculptor's  hand. 
This  was  a  blind  mistake ;  but  you  shall  hear. 

There  came  two  men  upon  our  Northern  coasts, 
Clad  in  sick  rags,  with  faces  smeared  with  dung. 
Folk  would  have  slain  them  but  they  showed  no 

fear, 

Dancing  strange  figures  on  the  magnet-sands, 
And  crying  that  an  hour  of  doom  had  risen. 
An  outpost  captain,  set  to  watch  the  lakes 
Of  bubbling  pitch  among  the  nearby  hills, 
Gave  the  men  food,  and  place  with  those  who  dug 
Round  the  lakes'  marge,  for  that  brown  unguent  we 
Rolling  upon  the  roadways,  bound  them  smooth 
For  chariot-wheels  and  wearied  feet  of  men. 
Our  law  decreed  that  those  in  wantonness 
Seizing  another's  need  or  sundering  troth, 
Must  expiation  bring 
First  to  the  injured,  then  unto  the  land. 
A  certain  time  at  this  lake-labor  served, 
And  whoso  fled  it,  any  man  might  kill. 
To  this  place,  then,  they  led  the  strangers ;  one 
Swearing   the  while   they   had   come   from  out  the 

skies 
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To  bring  strange  news  unto  our  land  and  people ; 
The  other  gazing  upward  past  the  clouds 
At  utterances  like  these,  kept  mostly  silence. 
The  soldiers  and  rough  wardsmen  of  the  lakes, 
Forbid  to  harm  the  men,  yet  fleered  them  long, 
Declaring  whence  the  rain  came,  that  the  rain 
At  least  made  cleanlier  ere  it  reached  the  world. 
This  much  was  certain ;  none  had  seen  the  ship 
That  set  them  down  on  our  least-peopled  shores. 

It  was  long  weeks  before  I  knew  of  this; 
And  then  there  came  some  talk  of  insurrection 
Among  the  captives  laboring  at  the  pools. 
It  seemed  the  tonguing  wretch  had  prophesied 
That  on  a  certain  time  the  pitch  would  swell, 
And   yield   forth   smoke   and   flame,    with   demon- 
terrors, 

In  shapes  of  unknown  beasts,  to  whelm  the  land, 
Consuming  whoso  worship  might  refuse, 
With  lamentation,  to  the  strangers'  god. 

One  night  the  sleeping  drudges  woke  to  hear 
Strange   groanings  in  the   hillsides  ;   know  strange 

smells 
Passing  the  common  fetor  of  the  place, 
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And  see  strange  lights  and  lingering  pallid  flames 

Waver  across  the  black  pit-centers ;  then, 

When  the  swift  sun  poured   through  a  mountain's 

flaw, 

Gilding  the  mists  that  coiled  and  clotted  round, 
The  prisoning  and  the  prisoned,  froz'n  alike 
With   sickening   mazement  wed  with   death-strong 

fear, 

Beheld  a  mass  ot  beast-forms  weltering  there, 
High  in  the  middle  of  a  boiling  mound, 
Uprising  like  the  midward  of  a  spring. 
First  half  the  caitiffs  fled,  with  half  the  guard; 
A  young  half-captain,  son  of  a  dead  scribe, 
Stood  firm,  declaring  these  were  but  the  forms 
Of  once-live  things,  now  many  ages  dead, 
That  had  but  foundered  there  and  sunk  from  view 
In  the  black  seasons  when  the  world  was  young. 
"Blasphemer !"  cried  a  miscreant,  not  long  sent 
For  selling,  by  a  half-forgotten  fane, 
Foul  charms  and  spells  to  bring  immunity 
For  who  transgressed  the  laws  of  life  or  land. 
He  struck,  and  missed  ;   went  down  beneath  the 

spear, 

Still  clutching  at  the  knife  he  had  retrieved 
When  the  first  flight  began,  as  daylight  glared. 
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The  officer  avowed  that  just  as  soon 

As  the  flow  hardened,  (this  had  been  before), 

He  would  bring  in  the  dead  things  with  long  chains 

And  set  them  standing  in  a  public  place 

That  men  might  wonder  at  the  changing  world. 

But  men  were  mad  with  terror;  and  in  truth 

Scarce  one  that  saw  the  great  beasts  wallowing  there 

Could  say  but  that  they  lived:  an  elephant 

More  vast  than  men  had  ever  seen,  rose  high 

Within  the  moil,  with  tusks  not  curved  but  curled ; 

Moreover  maned  like  some  war-stallion  old, 

Vv'ith  black  hair  matted  in  one  steaming  mass. 

Nearby  sprawled  forth  a  crocodile  with  wings, 

That  rolled  upon  its  back  (they  swore)  in  throes 

Made  thrice  more  horrid  by  the  dreadful  laugh 

Wherewith  it  bared  long  ranges  of  its  teeth. 

Then  while  it  laughed,  the  flesh  peeled  off  its  bones 

And  closed  again  ;  the  best  grew  sick  to  watch  it. 

Rhinoccri  heaved  up  quadruple  horns, 

And  sank  like  water-horses,  with  no  sound. 

There   were   long    serpents,    monstrous   birds,   and 

shapes 

Not  beast  nor  bird,  nor  any  titled  thing. 
There  were  great  limbs  and  mouthing  heads  torn 

loose, 
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It  seemed,  from  bodies  that  had  never  been ; 
It  seemed,  from  bodies  that  could  never  be ; 
And  ever  one  would  rise,  and  seem  to  crush 
Down  upon  those  around  for  breathing-space 
And  forecast  of  escape ;  and  there  were  times 
When  some  convulsion  of  the  underworld 
Seemed  like  to  send  them  toppling  o'er  the  land. 
Lastly  they  sank ;  nor  were  they  seen  thereafter, 
Even  when  the  lakes  grew  cold,  and  men  dug  deep. 

The  hue-and  cry  rose  up ;   I  sent  the  half 
A  legion  forth  to  comb  the  shaken  hills, 
Amnesty  promising  each  man  who  turned 
Back  to  the  absolving  labors  of  the  spade, 
Or,  failing  this,  surrendered  in  the  towns, 
Accepting  other  toil  in  lieu  thereof. 
Some  thus  returned ;  the  greater  half  got  free, 
Secret  among  the  wild  men  of  the  forests. 
Among  them  were  the  two  rogues  I  have  named. 
The  talk  had  been,  that  when  the  pitch  first  rose, 
Fierce  animals,  thrown  forth,  had  ranged  the  woods, 
Too  swift  for  human  eye,  devouring  all 
They  met  with  in  the  shape  of  beasts  or  men. 
This  thing  I  bade  my  legionaries  note ; 
Those  who  kept  faith,  saw  leopards  and  gray  deer, 
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Such  as  the  wandering  huntsmen  always  found. 

A  sixmonth  long  I  kept  alive  the  search, 

Till  few  were  left  that  had  not  owned  the  law, 

That  had  not,  failing  it,  made  last  amends. 

And  then  the  word  came  that  a  ragged  army, 

Thieving  upon  domains  it  shambled  through, 

Led  by  the  missing  madmen,  headed  down 

From  a  new  district  toward  the  capital, 

Singing  wild  songs  no  man  before  had  heard, 

Their  import  being  they  were  on  the  way 

Unto  a  city  of  the  firmament. 

Plusbandmen  harried  them,  demanding  pay 

For  ravaged  fields  and  slaughtered  flocks, —  in  vain. 

A  few,  impoverished,  clung  behind  them  sole 

In  hope  of  justice  when  the  kingdom  heard. 

Yet  for  one  such,  a  hundred  joined  the  throng, 

Caught  up  by  no  man  knew  what  hope  and  fear, 

(They  said),  save  these  themselves;  relinquishing 

The  plough  and  yoke,  the  hackle  and  loud  loom, 

Whirled  off  like  straws  of  burning  chaff,  to  hear 

The  strangers'  talk  of  some  undying  bliss 

That  waited  them  if  they  but  "faithful  followed;" 

Down  the  long  roadways,  through  the  cities  tall, 

(Mine  own  the  last),  unto  the  Westering  sea; 
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Whence  they  would  rise,  borne  out  on  fiery  clouds, 
Ere  the  waves  rose,  and  black  volcanoes  poured 
Across  the  land  which  our  high  race  had  made, 
By  dint  of  clear  thought  forcing  enterprise, 
In  standing  truth  the  middle  of  the  world. 

I  sent  a  cohort  out  to  know  their  will, 
First  making  sure  indemnity  for  those 
Who  had  suffered  as  these  fools  made  waste  the 

way. 

Declaring  they  were  kindred  to  the  gods, 
That  whoso  joined  them  knew  not  death  nor  pain, 
The  rabble  swore  that  in  their  midst  there  walked 
New-sighted  blind  men, —  sighted  with  a  touch 
From  the  rank  paws  of  him  they  called — the  King! 
(This  was -the  preaching  one;  the  other,  mute, 
But  echoed  here  and  there  some  clangorous  word). 
My  own  men  saw, —  reporting  in  sworn  truth,- 
The  crippled  rise,  find  place,  and  march  beside 
The  greensick  women  and  the  truculent  men, 
Giving  them  stride  for  stride  and  hour  for  hour 
Along  the  wondering  roadways  of  the  realm. 
By  tokens  such  as  these,  the  brangling  horde, 
By  right  of  godship  knowing  no  lesser  law, 
Refused  all  recompense  to  those  they  had  wronged, 
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And  slew  the  young  captain  I  had  sent  to  them 
With  their  bare  hands,  abjuring  spear  and  sword 
For  that  the  gods  had  need  of  no  like  things. 
Then  my  men  roared,  and  slew,  and  slew,  and  slew. 
They  brought  me,   bound,  the  strangers,  —  called 

'    "The  Twain." 

Their  flesh  rose  round  the  cords  that  circled  them. 
Thdr  lying  tongues  stood  forth  like  rotted  figs 
And  blood  fell  black  behind  them  where  they  trod. 

Those  who  most  cry  oppression,  most  oppress. 
Oppress:   then  be  oppressed;  here  lies  the  Law! 
Seize  first,  fulfil  thy  need;  if  aught  remain, 
Yield  what  thou  canst:  proclaim  it,  and  let  be. 
This  was  a  truth  of  Menes,  first  of  kings; 
All  else  is  but  the  bleat  of  tithing-men. 

I  gave  the  twain  three  days,  then  brought  them  in 
With  wounds  fast-healing,  clad  in  linen  cool, 
Clean-bodied  and  fresh-fed  on  what  they  willed, — 
The  both  refusing  meat  yet  feasting  well 
When  they  had  had  full  rest,  physicians'  ease. 

I  bade  them  speak,  and  quickly  would  they  live. 
The  mute  one  smiled,  with  bearded  lips  concealed, 
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And  eyelids  drooping  at  their  outward  coigns. 

The  other,  gazing  with  a  leopard's  gaze, 

That  nothing  met,  yet  all  things  noted  near, 

Chanting,  in  half  a  whisper,  unknown  words. 

I  well  observed  the  twain  ;  — of  some  pale  race, 

With  long  loose  reddish  hair,  with  pointed  beards, 

Yet  faces  more  of  women  than  of  men. 

Strange  angers  rose  if  one  but  marked  them  once, 

A  certain  warning  will  that  rang,  "Destroy! 

These  fry  know  not  the  uses  and  the  pains 

Of  well-begot  yet  wasted  humankind, 

Fit  for  the  dire  campaigns  of  Death  on  Life, 

But  burden  the  choked  earth  with  wastage  pure ; 

Could,  these  things  war,  could  these  things  breed, 

could  these 

Turn  to  the  tillage  of  a  barren  wold, 
Keep  renderings  clear  of  losses  or  of  gains, 
Make  music  or  make  mirth  at  evenfall, 
Repay  in  one  sheer  wise  for  others'  bread  ?" 
I  spoke  again,  but  neither  answered  word. 
My  people  set  to  murmuring,  and  I  rose. 

"  Ye  men  make  light  the  laws  of  this  our  land, 
Whereof  if  I,  the  King,  so  charge  it,  ye 
Die  in  such  fashion  as  no  scroll  ordains ; 
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Ye    have   brought   here   blind   sedition,    death   and 

wrong ; 

Landed  upon  our  shores,  accountless ;  wrought 
Revolt  among  our  lawless,  our  unwise ; 
Ye  have  trafficked  in  the  crimes  of  prophecy, 
Left  waste  the  fields,  and  slain  with  guilty  hands ; 
If  ye  for  these  things  claim  authority 
Or  bring  excuse,  be  clear;  and  front  the  Law." 
Neither  looked  straight,  nor  spoke.     "It  may  so  be 
The  truth,  if  yet  ye  give  it  speech,  may  spare." 
The  glib  one's  eyes  burned,  making  thus  reply : 

"  Know  this,  O  earthly  King :  there  is  no  truth 
Save  as  it  falls  from  out  the  lips  of  God !" 
"Thy  god — which  is  thy  god?" 

"There  is  but  one, 

Who  soon  shall  give  thee  and  thy  kingdom  death." 
A  guard  ran  forth,  to  beat  the  madman  down, 
Waiting  the  word.      I  waved  him  back,  and  spoke: 
"  Death  is  for  all  alike,  for  king  and  kingdom ; 
What  news  is  there  in  this,  from  this  thy  God  ? " 

"This  is  the  news,  —  and  God  hath  chosen  us 

Out  of  all  men  to  bear  it  through  the  world: 

Men  have  rebelled  against  God's  own  decree, 
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Set  forth  in  rotes  that  we,  companions  in 
The  solitary  sun  and  crowding  rain, 
By  mountain  bivouac  and  noontide  stream, 
Have  in  a  thousand  places  heard,  and  now 
Stand  ready  with  much  hearing  to  unfold. 
Know  this  the  meanwhile :  that  there  is  no  death, 
Save  in  the  body ;  something  dwells  therein, 
That  may  not  cease  with  it,  by  burial-tomb's 
Forever-dwindling  desiccation,  by 
The  spiriting  of  any  forest-flame, 
The  slow  dissolvence  of  the  nether  sea. 
For  this  rebellion  upon  God's  own  will, 
This  inward  self,  clad  in  a  fresh  new  body, 
Shall  suffer  flame  and  torment  with  no  end, 
No  hope  of  end,  no  lone  conceit  of  it 
Wherewith  to  ease  the  burden  of  long  pain. 
There  is  a  single  quittance  of  this  all ; 
For  God  hath  told  that  if  a  man  shall  cease 
The  wickedness  of  these  insidious  years, 
Accepting,  ere  the  soul  departs,  one  way 
And  one  alone,  it  shall  not  come  to  pass ; 
But  he  the  rather  shall  endure  such  bliss 
As  no  man  yet  hath  measured  without  cease. 
Above  all  else,  —  above  all  charity, 
Above  all  wisdom  and  all  earthly  law, 
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The  systemed  error  of  rebellious  men, 
Beams  the  submission  to  the  will  of  God. 
Thou  and  thy  kingdom  drink  undying  flame, 

If  so  ye  but  refuse" A  midling  son, 

But  late  within  the  armies  of  the  North, 
Commoved  apast  all  discipline,  outflared : 

"  My  friend  is  dead,  —  slain  dead  by  such  as  these; 
Slain,  not  in  honorable  warfare,  slain, 
Crushed  with  bare  hands  like  some  adulterous  hound 
Caught  in  the  night,  when  weapons  were  laid  past ; 
The  good  life  strangled  out,  —  for  what?  that  he 
With  undrawn  sword,  made  parley  in  the  name 
Of  equal  right  between  that  ulcerous  throng 
And  the  spoiled  vintagers  and  flockless  herdsmen. 
These  twain,  —  the  king  and  deputy,  —  were  spared 
For  that  they  cried  the  justice  they  refused. 
Our  eyes  were  sick  with  slaughter,  and  our  arms 
Were  weary  with  it,  ere  we  reached  the  spot 
Within  the  heart  of  that  unhuman  surge, 
Protected  by  thick  walls  of  twisted  flesh, 
Made  horrible  with  cries,  where  these  twain  stood. 
Had  it  been  otherwise,  they  died  like  scorpions, 
Trod  flat  beneath  the  sandalled  feet  of  men." 
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The  mute  one  spoke :     *"Twas  I  that  plead  for  jus 
tice, 
For  this  my  master,  who  hath  done  no  wrong. " 

I  thought :     "  There  is  no  justice  in  the  world, 
Save  as  men  purchase  it  with  trade  and  gold, 
Save  as  men  compass  it  with  steel  and  stone. 
This  thing,  like  truth,  is  valueless  bereft 
The  hindward  urge  of  men's  authority ; 
These  carrion  strangers  beg  it,  and  for  once 
If  never  once  again  within  this  realm, 
I  shall  subtend  the  law  to  complish  it, 
Past  chance  of  all  mistake,  ere  the  twain  die. " 

Then  thus  I  spoke :     "  No  man  of  men  shall  claim 
Justice  before  these  walls,  and  and  stand  refused; 
My  son,  the  first  of  all,  for  haste  uncurbed, 
For  heat  of  blood  within  the  royal  house, 
For  speech  untoward  ere  the  speech  was  asked, 
Shall  twenty  days  go  crownless  in  the  camps ; 
Yon  guard  shall  forfeit  one  day's  liberty;" 
Then  to  the  strangers:    "Three  things  must  ye  tell; 
From  whence  ye  come,  and  whence  ye  learned  our 

speech, 

And  why  the  pillage  and  the  death  ye  bring." 
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"  All  is  of  God,  and  all  returns  to  God ; 
All  spirit  and  all  speech,  all  work  of  Man, 
And  all  that  helpeth,  yea,  that  hindereth  Man 
Through  the  dark  forests  unto  God's  still  house ; 
The  circling  stars,  the  mountains,  the  broad  sea 
So  soon  to  bury  this  thy  continent ; 
The  cloud  and  wind,  the  thunder  and  blank  rain, 
Issue  of  God,  and  speak  the  choice  of  God, 
Which  knoweth  no  countervail. 
The  seasoned  earth,  and  all  that  springs  from  it, 
Stirred  by  the  plough  that  men  may  perish  not, 
Spurned  by  the  foot  for  that  its  taste  means  death, 
Flourish  together  in  the  sight  of  God. 
The  tides'  and  cross-tides'  discontinuous  war, 
The  age-long  struggle  of  the  wave  and  rock, 
The  war  for  groundhold  between  tree  and  vine, 
The  blast  that  shattereth  and  the  house  that  falls, 
The  preying  panther  and  the  deer  it  strikes, 
Are  twain-in-one  within  the  sight  of  God. 
He  saith  to  one  and  then  the  other  one, 
Thy  hunger  and  thy  sate,  thy  fear  and  pain. 
The  incense  and  the  flame,  the  scent  thereof, 
And  he  who,  passing  by  the  temple -door, 
May  cease  in  journeying  to  breathe  its  bale; 
The  young  child  and  the  mother  bearing  it, 
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The  fatherhood  yet  mortal  dwelling  round, 

By  sufferance  of  God's  deathless  fatherhood, 

These  are  of  God  alone  ; 

The  time  that  passeth  and  the  time  that  is, 

The  time  that  hath  been,  and  time  yet  to  be. 

The  serpent  that  shall  bite  thy  heart,  O  king, 

Is  not  yet  born ; 

And  yet  God  knoweth  when  its  hour  shall  wake. 

He  knoweth  well  thy  loyalty,  thy  dark 

Desire  of  thine  uninterrupted  will. 

There  is  in  truth  none  other  God  than  he. 

He  giveth  unto  him  unending  fire 

In  disobedience  who  opposeth  his 

Infinite  will  and  word; 

Yet  whoso  glorifieth  God  shall  meet, 

While  time  endures,  no  peril  and  no  pain." 

Then  I  broke  in : 

"Ye  twice  have  said  this  thing, 
Refusing  answer  to  what  things  were  bid. 
The  wherefore  now  by  law  ye  stand  as  dead. 
Yet  I  grow  minded,  waxing  soon  in  years, 
To  yield  yet  further,  once  and  finally. 
Be  brief:  whence  come  ye  ?" 

"King,  we  come  from  God  !  " 
"Where  is  thy  God  ?" 

30 


THE  PARASCHIST 

"Within  the  skies,  within  the  moving  world ; 
God  hath  appointed  us  his  ministers.  " 
"  Whence  have  ye  learned  our  speech  ? " 

"  O  King,  from  God !  " 
"Why  have  ye  slain  ?" 

"It  is  the  will  of  God." 

"Thy  God,  it  seems,  is  much  like  other  gods, 
A  name  that  wearies  men  with  its  dull  chime. 
A  blinded  will  that  reasons  not  like  men, 
Being  indeed  the  will  of  ungrown  creatures. 
Ye  speak  like  men  that  feed  upon  dry  herbs, 
The  wits  departing  with  the  voice  and  hand. 
—  It  seems  as  if  one  hearing  must  in  like 
Trained-parrot  fashion,  croak  repeated  words. 
Ye  say  that  this  thy  god  keeps  full  dominion 
Over  the  sky  and  earth,  and  yon  vast  sea ; 
Over  the  wills  of  men  and  all  live  things ; 
Then  in  the  next  breath  say  how  men  rebel 
Against  the  very  will  that  fashions  them, 
Determining  together  act  and  thought. 
Here  is  an  ancient  issue;  fathom  it." 

"This  also,  King,  is  but  the  will  of  God." 

I  motioned  round  the  guards ;  the  filth-king  sank 
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Howling  along  the  chequered  palace-floor. 

A  dozen  guards  heaved  shoulder-high  the  beast, 

Who  woke  the  last  long  corridor  with  cries. 

The  mute  disciple  followed  unresisting, 

With  upturned  orbs,  with  face  like  silver  flame. 

Three  minutes,  and  a  spearman  rose  within 

The  sea-gates  to  imply  the  work  was  done. 

Then  was  an  end  of  truth  within  the  world. 

Three  months  thereafter  was  a  festival, 

Held  in  champaigns  anear  that  healing  spring 

I  spoke  of,  which  ran  out  a  sounding  rock 

That  in  the  old  days,  had  been  abiding-place, 

As  folk  then  said,  for  some  stray  woodland  god. 

This  god  at  first  had  been  divinity 

O'er  sly  betrothals,  wandering  loves  by  night ; 

But  when  a  sage  discovered  virtue  in 

The  waters  that  ran  tumbling  year  past  year, 

The  gods  of  mercy  and  of  healing  rose, 

And  soon  thereafter  their  twin  temples  followed. 

Physicians  and  the  priests  made  war,  until 

The  kingdom  set  between,  and  seized  the  place. 

It  was  my  habit,  at  these  festivals, 

As  oftentimes  as  not  unrecognized, 
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To  wear  the  trappings  of  a  legionary, 

To  take  a  common  army  chariot, 

And  skirt  the   throngs  with   those  who   kept  the 

peace. 

This  day,  then,  I  drove  through  the  press  alone, 
Taking  the  roadways  clogged  with  moving  figures, 
Exchanging  jest  and  threat  where  crossings  surged, 
Keeping  my  helmet's  slotted  war-mask  down, 
And  speaking  as  I  might  the  road's  rough  speech. 
At  the  great  plain  I  left  the  fighting-car 
Among  some  soldiers,  with  a  whispered  word ; 
Then  mingled  with  the  hinds  and  mountebanks, 
The  worshippers  and  those  who  came  for  pleasuring. 
Far  off,  within  the  center  of  the  fields, 
A  grassy  bowl  was  fenced  for  athlete-games ; 
And  farther  yet,  the  pale  twin  temples  rose, 
On  a  smooth  hill,  against  the  mighty  wood, 
Still  misty-purple  in  the  rising  morn. 
The  multitude  rolled  in  from  thirty  towns, 
A  many  camped  for  days  at  roadside  fires, 
The  wealthier  in  gay  tents,  the  poorer  kind 
Sleeping  on  skins,  and  mats  of  woven  husk. 
Although  the  purpose  of  the  feast  had  changed, 
Yet  there  were  many  wandering  ranters,  most 
Men  who  had  occupation  through  the  year, 
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At  such  times  free  to  talk  and  gather  toll. 

I  looked  for  less  of  this  than  heretofore, 

Expecting  here  and  there  in  mouthing  rings 

To  find,  instead  the  hawker  of  perfumes, 

The  guarantor  with  philtres  and  sure  spells, 

The  swallowers  of  swords  and  crimson  fire, 

The  women  with  long  hair  and  urging  balms, 

Occasionally  some  near-frenzied  fool 

Expound  the  mystic  writings  of  an  age 

That  what  it  dreamed,  by  savage  incantation, 

It  must  record,  confusing  later  worlds. 

I  marvelled  somewhat,  finding  such  so  few ; 

Attributing  it  then  unto  the  Twain, 

The  settling  of  men's  minds  that  they  had  passed. 

The  throngs,  as  ever,  favored  much  the  hill; 

And  I  discerned,  after  a  little  time, 

That  most  of  those  that  made  a  straight  way  toward 

it, 

Sometimes  alone,  sometimes  in  low-voiced  groups, 
Oblivious,  to  all  seeming,  of  those  else, 
Were  habited  in  white,  or  wore  white  scarves. 
When  I  drew  near  the  sunken  running-field, 
I  noted  that  a  number  of  the  guards, 
Defying  each  the  military  law, 
Bore  cinctures  of  white  cloth  upon  their  arms. 
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I  asked  of  one  the  meaning  of  this  usage, 
And  ere  the  answer  fell,  he  leaped  away, 
Set  hand  to  sword,  as  if  in  swift  defense ; 
Replying  then,  "Art  thou  not  one  of  us  ?" 

Dissembling  all  amaze,  I  whispered  low ; 
"I  am  a  clansman  of  the  Outward  Isles, 
But  here  on  rest,  and  long-sought  pilgrimage 
To  yonder  shrines  for  healing  of  old  wounds, 
After  a  year  on  guardian  ships  at  sea." 
In  token  I  laid  bare  an  oozing  scar. 

"Thou'rt  not  a  clansman  of  the  Outward  Isles, 
For  such  are  men  of  different  fashioning, 
Gorilla-girthed,  and  scarce  thy  shoulder  tall, 
With  voices  like  old  winds  within  sea-caves ; 
I'll  say  thou  art  Egyptian,  if  thou  wilt; 
But  as  I  hope  in  God's  own  peace  to  die, 
Thy  stature  is  the  stature  of  our  King, 
And  thy  voice  knoweth  men's  obedience  well. 
King,  then,  Egyptian,  clansman,  know  thou  this ; 
If  thou'd  escape  a  deathless  world  of  pain, 
At  yonder  temples  pray  the  ease  of  God !" 

Speechless  I  bore  ahead,  with  wondering  mind, 
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it: 

"I  have  heard  God,  God,  God,  until  mine  ears 
Make  rhymes  with  it  within  the  sleepless  hours, 
And  my  feet  sound  with  it  on  guarded  floors ; 
There  grows  a  mystery  o'er  the  earth  and  sea  ; 
There  grows  a  horror  in  the  souls  of  men, 
For  what  I  know  not,  past  the  fear  of  death. 
What  is  it  so  like  some  unseen  disease, 
That  multiplies  by  simple  nearness,  fires 
One  life,  then  fires  another  life,  until 
The  world  must  flush  in  one  mad  conflagration, 
And  all  its  painful  work  of  soul  and  hand, 
Wrought  in  the  name  of  Time's  undying  truth, 
Crash  for  the  delectation,  not  of  gods, 
But  —  here's  the  tragedy  —  for  what  they  failed 
To  crown  in  fashioning  with  the  power  of  thought. 
Why  must  Life's  own  complete  life-instruments, 
Wrought  for  all  functions  of  a  needful  hour, 
Be  thrown  despite,  and  such  high-worthed  acclaim 
Gild  the  spoilt  handiwork  of  Life's  one  forge, 
That  beats  and  beats,  oblivious  what  it  leaves ! 
Could   kingship's   might^   could   the   slow  urge  of 

minds 
Life-dedicate  to  seek  undying  truth, 
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Not  at  the  word  of  lying  phantoms  known 

In  slumbrous  days,  by  night  in  drunken  dreams, 

But  rather  by  the  things  that  eye  and  ear 

And  governed  soul  discern  as  years  unfold :  — 

Could  these  together  by  blent  sacrifice, 

By  labor  and  spilt  blood,  repudiancy 

Of  all  that  men  awake  for  in  themselves, 

Only  for  three  brief  generations  hold 

O'er  men  the  sureness  of  unbroken  will, 

The  world  might,  self-redeemed,  be  its  own  law 

To  fix  the  changeful  compass  of  the  gods. 

The  pity  of  it  is,  what  men  upbuild, 

Their  kindred  raze,  not  sole  by  wanton  quirk, 

Nor  by  the  enmity  of  wild-beast  minds 

That  what  they  may  not  comprehend,  must  slay : 

But  by  some  law  the  gods  have  not  yet  told, 

Haply  the  heartblood's  beat  of  Time's  occult 

Yet  sedulous  own  being,  which  decrees 

The  one  while  must  the  soul  of  man  seek  truth, 

And  find  all  truth  that  gods  or  men  may  know ; 

Then  in  the  refluence  from  its  standing  doors, 

Yearn  otherwhere  for  things  that  may  not  be." 

— As  thus  I  spoke,  there  were  two  maidens,  clad 

In  that  pure  ominous  white,  ran  from  the  rear, 

And  linking  each  an  arm  in  mine,  declared : 
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"Thou  hast  not  thy  salvation-knot,  O  brother !" 

"What  is  its  price  ? "  I  asked,  without  a  turn. 
"Nay,  then,  thou'rt  fooling  us ;  dost  thou  not  know 
There  is  no  price  for  those  who  are  of  God  ? 
—  Lend  here  thy  sword."     The  child  ripped  off  an 

end 

Of  her  long  scarf,  and  swiftly  bound  it  on. 
"Now  in  return  for  this  thou 'It  keep  with  us 
When  the  crowd  thickens,  and  folk  hedge  us  round. 
For  I  have  have  heard  it  said,  that  those  who  saw 
The  Twain  whenas  they  walked  beside  the  sea, 
After  our  cruel  king  had  slaughtered  them, 
Will  be  here  to  rehearse  the  wonder-tale." 

What  fantasy  was  this  ?  I  could  but  hear. 
Then  the  throng  swelled  a  moment,  and  we  came 
Hard  by  a  little  stand  where  cakes  were  sold, 
Where  my  companions  turned  a  hungry  eye. 
Both  quailed,  I  thought,  to  mark  a  slug  of  gold 
Fall  from  a  guardsman's  hand ;  the  stall-folk  stared ; 
And  when  we  sank  once  more  within  the  marge 
Of  the  still-thickening  multitude,  the  one 
Who  had  not  spoken,  said,  "Dost  thou  not  eat  ? 
If  not  with  us,  thine  enmity  is  told." 
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The  other,  chidefully :  "Canst  thou  not  see 
That  this  our  friend  is  of  the  guards'  own  bond 
To  touch  no  food  ere  noonday  through  the  year, 
Till   that  hour  strikes  when  they  shall   smite  the 

King?" 

The  answer  shrilled,  "O  little  fool,  thy  tongue !" 
Wild  fear  awoke  in  both ;  and  with  joined  hands, 
One  dragging  and  the  other  holding  fast, 
They  made  away ;  one  moment  swallowed  them. 

Some  distance  on,  where  passage  yet  more  closed, 

I  met  another  guardsman,  whose  brown  arm 

Displayed  the  kindred  signal  now  I  knew 

For  token  of  some  grown  revolt ;  I  said : 

"Thy  word  today  is  changed ;  and  thou  shalt  bear 

With  me  unto  yon  standing  temple  doors. 

Thou  and  I  take  the  right,  while  others  left." 

He  answered  back,  "By  whose  authority  ?" 

I  named  a  captain  I  had  held  suspect. 

Quick  the  man  flashed :  "He  is  our  spoken  foe !" 

"Till  yesternight,  when  he  conversed  the  Twain 

In  a  blue  flare  of  mist,  anear  the  sea; 

He  will  be  here  anon,  and  speak  of  it." 

By  such  a  subterfuge  I  won  the  tale. 
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Someone  within  the  palace-guard  had  sworn 

That  on  the  very  night  this  "Twain"  had  crashed 

Down  the  black  rocks  unto  the  boiling  sea, 

There  had  been  seen  a  pale  light  in  the  skies, 

Rising  by  throes,  and  with  it  there  had  fall'n 

A  deathlike  cold  over  the  sea  and  land ; 

That  in  the  places  where  the  nightly  dews 

Ought  have  swoln  heaviest,  there  crept  a  rime 

Like  that  returning  mountain-travellers  told, 

And  mariners  had  seen  make  white  the  air 

Of  those  tormented  seas  that  bound  us  North. 

Within  the  forenoon  following,  men  had  sought, 

While  palace  eyes  but  watched,  the  sharp  sea-crags, 

To  find  the  bodies  and  yield  burial : 

(These  were  but  inland  people,  knowing  naught.) 

No  man  could  find  the  traces  of  their  fall ; 

But  a  masked  sentry,  —  most,  I  saw,  for  jest, — 

Said  he  had  seen  with  dawn  two  living  forms, 

Two  pallid  men  with  beards,  walk  on  the  waves 

And  disappear  into  the  rising  sun. 

That  night,  —  most  like,  some  other  night,  when 

this 

Had  sped  the  roads  by  flying  word  of  mouth, 
A  foreland  night-patrol,  that  watched  the  sun 
Swift-settling  off  the  other  coast,  averred 
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The  same  two  forms  reissued,  and  were  known, 
By  speech,  the  murdered  men. 

By  trifles  such  as  this  a  new  world  rose, 
By  trifles  such  as  this  my  kingdom  fell. 

The  magic  spring  ran  out  perpetually 

Beneath  a  causeway  linking  the  twin  fanes ; 

At  whiles  a  flowerlike  fountain,  with  loose  bracts 

Of  mists  and  spray,  at  other  whiles  a  globe 

Of  liquid  crystalline  that  scarcely  moved, 

Firm  as  though  frozen  in  a  marble  bowl ; 

Its  overflux,  in  seasons  when  it  swelled, 

Sped  rumbling  down  to  an  adjacent  mead, 

Veined  with  bright  watercourses  bridged  in  stone 

And    banked    with    ashlar -work    where    once    had 

flourished 

Blooms  of  a  dye  that  no  world  else  had  seen, — 
Long  since  trod  out  by  common  multitudes. 
The  causeway's  parapet  had  been  a  place 
Where  speakers  might  harangue  such  gatherings 
As  grew  too  vast  for  temple-roofs  to  cover, 
And  as  I  neared  it  now  I  found  its  breadth 
Filled  with  strange  forms  and  faces  to  the  rail; 
I  and  my  masked  companion  were  sped  through 
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By  virtue  of  the  armament  we  wore, 

Made  valid,  to  the  world's  unending  shame, 

Sole  by  the  mad  festoons  that  houseled  us. 

When  once  atop  the  stair,  and  I  looked  forth 

0  'er  the  green  plain,  accustomed  well  with  sights 
Whereto  the  million  swarmed,  I  heard  a  voice 
Anear  me  crying,  "Lo,  it  is  the  day!" 

Ten  thousand  swelled  it  in  the  plain  below, 

Led,  it  appeared,  by  fuglers  here  and  there, 

Each  markable  in  that  insane  thick  sea 

By  ripplings  like  the  tide-coils  round  a  stake 

Set  for  the  fairway  of  a  quinquireme. 

By  questioning  those  anear  I  gained  a  place 

Nigh  to  the  leader  of  revolting  guards, 

Who  strode,  incredible  as  might  appear, 

With  me  within  the  right-hand  temple's  hall, 

Under  a  plea  that  guards  had  brought  the  Twain 

Covertly,  and  concealed  them  in  the  vaults; 

To  bring  them  forth  within  a  later  hour, 

And  show  them,  live,  unto  the  wondering  host, 

In  token  of  a  triumph  over  death. 

1  led  the  man,  who  was  as  tall  as  I, 

Down  by  a  way  but  kings  and  priests  were  shown ; 
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Then,  where  a  passage  turned,  and  gates  swung  to, 
Made  a  half  dozen  passes  with  a  sword, 
And  the  man  lay,  with  every  tendon  slashed 
That  might  serve  use,  in  flight  or  in  resistance. 

There  was  no  chance  of  death,   but  speech  groaned 

hard : 

"Who  art  thou,  and  why  hast  thou  slain  a  friend?" 
I  drew  the  war-helm  back ;  it  spoke  no  tale, 
And  then  with  never  word,  mine  swiftly  followed; 
The  witless  hulk  gazed  up,  with  staring  eyes 
That  failed  perception  ere  at  last  I  spoke : 
"Why  hast  thou  plotted  thus  to  kill  thy  king?" 

The  words  but  wheezed  : 

"O  King,  I  plotted  naught, 
But  I  had  heard  thy  kingdom  soon  must  cease, 
And  read  it  in  the  scrolls  of  this  white  shrine, 
This  very  hour  whereof  the  people  hear ; 
The  blessed  Twain  confirm  them,  for  that  they, 
Speaking  such  very  words  as  therein  glow, 
When  the  Dull  Plague  had  entered  my  poor  house, 
Won  back  from  Death's  cold  hands  my  little  son. 
All  that  the  Twain  have  prophesied,  hath  been ; 
Today  within  thy  galleries  at  the  sea 
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Thine  eldest  son  conspires  thy  youngest  queen 
To  rule  together  in  a  bloody  land. 
Thrice  is  this  written.     Also  is  it  told — " 
Pain  scoured  the  tingling  wreck,  yet  he  resumed 
"Because  I  was  but  poor,  and  won  such  bread 
As  but  the  poor  may  know,  by  serving  this 
And  then  this  changing  master,  shift  I  made 
To  look  ahead,  discern  what  change  could  be. 
All  this  was  for  my  wife,  my  little  son, 
The  lone  small  house  within  a  green  byway. 
I  beg  that  thou  wilt  take  thy  sword  again, 
For  that  mine  hour  of  husbandry  is  past, 
Smite  off  mine  head,  and  let  my  debt  be  done." 

I  spoke  the  once:  "What  also  is  it  told?" 
There  was  a  sound  without,  of  some  high  song, 
The  thundering  of  unnumbered  feet  o'erhead. 
The  broken  man  but  strained  a  listening  ear, 
Nor  spoke  an  answering  word. 

Life,  death,  what  mattered  thus  ?     I  came  away 
Into  the  lying  sunlight,  where  the  air, 
That  had  been  fragrant  with  the  smells  of  dawn, 
Now  stank  again  with  foul  humanity. 
An  orator  in  white  habiliments, 
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Howling  across  the  sea  of  heads,  declared : 

"So  was  it  writ,  a  thousand  years  ago : 

'A  king  shall  rule  the  black  Atlantides 

Born  of  the  White  King's  seed,  a  thousand  years ; 

Reign  till  with  heavenly  fires  the  night-skies  glow; 

Reign  till  the  mountains  burst,  the  rim-rocked  seas 

Roll  o'er  the  land  from  every  sea's  frontiers, 

Roll  o'er  the  land  till  no  tossed  weed  appears 

To  mark  the  world  where  mitred  kings  held  show ; ' 

Thus  was  it  writ,  a  thousand  years  ago. 

"Thus  was  it  writ,  a  thousand  years  ago ; 
'A  king  shall  rule  the  red  Atlantides, 
Secure  against  the  hour  when  God  appears, 
An  unseen  shade,  to  bid  all  seen  things  go ; 
Then  shall  the  sky  send  forth  God's  auguries, 
Admonishing  this  land  its  ranked  arrears, 
Clothed  in  the  flesh  of  men,  the  earth  send  fears 
Clad  in  the  flesh  of  beasts,  that  all  men  know : ' 
Thus  was  it  writ,  five  thousand  years  ago. 

"Thus  was  it  writ,  a  thousand  years  ago : 
'A  king  must  rule  the  white  Atlantides 
Queened  by  a  father's  bride  amid  long  spears 
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Ere  palace-walls  moan  staggering  to  and  fro  : 
King,  queen  an  hour  until  the  outland  leas 
Roar  to  the  wind  that  no  man's  magic  veers, 
Ring  to  the  wheels  of  God's  flung  charioteers, 
Borne  on  the  thunder,  ere  the  last  rainbow : ' 
Thus  read  it,  yea,  five  thousand  years  ago. 

"Thus  was  it  writ,  a  thousand  years  ago : 
'God's  own  shall  watch  the  lost  Atlantides 
From  palaces  beyond  the  white  sky-spheres 
Where   never   wave   shall   break,  nor   wood -storm 

blow; 

Returning  shall  they  rule,  though  past  the  seas 
A  jangling  jest  for  every  fit  man  hears, 
God's  word  again  may  beat  at  deaf  men's  ears, 
A  sheep-god  reign  for  twice  a  thousand  years, 
And  other  gods  may  wane  and  wax  although : ' 
So  stands  it  written,  even  thus  and  so. " 

What  nursery-catch,  what  noonsick  priestess's 
Rhyme  in  a  cavern-wind,  what  wandering  kern's 
Gross  augury,  unfolded  with  a  wink 
For  broken  meats  'mid  slaves  at  kitchen-doors, 
What  neophyte's  lampoon  scrawled  forth  in  hours 
When  the  page  irked,  and  youth  would  be  at  play, 
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Struck  here  like  plague  among  disordered  souls  ? 
Firm  in  the  crowds,  I  might  but  wait  and  hear. 

"The  Twain  made  clear  the  meaning  of  these  words, 
Told   by   our    God,    through    lips   of  God's    own 

prophets ; 

Ye  have  seen  the  mountains  heave  by  God's  com 
mand, 

And  pent  Devourers  of  the  Scornful  rise, 
That  blinded  men  might  mark,  and  find  swift  heed. 
Ye  have  seen  the  skies  flare,  and  the  boreal  frosts 
Creeping  by  night  upon  the  blanched  young  wheat; 
Ye  have  heard  the  deathless  Twain  relate  how,  sped 
Like  the  white  sacred  sea-birds,  through  the  air 
That  circles  round  the  world,  they  wingless  brought 
Word  of  the  other  world  no  man  hath  seen ; 
Foretelling  how  the  king  of  this  our  country 
Would  slay  them,  yet  by  God's  own  handicraft 
They  might  arise,  returning  here  to  lead 
Our  human  feet  unto  the  towers  of  God. 
We  shall  abide  their  coming,  and  their  will. 
It  may  so  be  this  day,  this  very  hour 
They  shall  appear,  and  marshal  us  for  Life 
In  their  glad  promised  haven  of  the  blest." 
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I  noted  how,  at  certain  intervals, 
The  wretch  turned  back  an  eye  to  where  I  stood ; 
Here  was  the  chance ;  if  one  of  them  should  find 
What  fouled  the  tabernacle's  flags  below, 
The  close -jammed  bodies  would  but  crush  away 
Five  hundred  lives  and  mine 
For  eagerness  alone  to  see  and  hear. 
"Give  me  a  word !"   I  cried,  sprang  to  the  rail. 

"Hear  this,  O  folk  of  the  Atlantides ! 

An  hour  from  here,  within  a  secret  hold, 

The  Twain  lie,  ready  for  momentous  hours ; 

I  bring  this  word ;  they  will  receive  ten  souls, 

Five  of  the  Guard,  and  five  of  holy  men. 

They  pray  ye  thus  remain  among  these  meads, 

Those  who  have  food  and  drink  to  give  it  share 

In  free  and  equal  measure  with  the  fain. 

Long  before  night  shall  they  stand  with  us  here, 

Vouching  a  portent  of  eternal  joy. 

Make  way  to  welcome  both  with  solemn  song, 

With  hearts  held  pure  to  shrine  God's  purer  will, 

And  be  but  steadfast  till  the  moment  falls 

When  ye  shall  see  them  speak  as  I  speak  here ! " 

I  saw  close  faces  blanch ;  I  heard  a  sound 
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Like  the  low  crisping  of  a  summer  wave 
Spent  among  footless  sands ;   I  heard  a  long 
Remote  slow-rising  murmur,  then  a  shrill 
Continuing  gamut  like  the  North-wind  rolls 
High  through  the  pulsing  cordage  of  a  ship. 
I  thought  that  where  the  unseen  highway  ran 
Far  off,  I  saw  the  signs  of  tumult ;  clouds 
Of  saffron  dust,  and  shrivellings  such  as  fire 
Gives  force  along  the  edge  of  burning  fields ; 
Before  a  man  might  sense  commotion  there, 
I  cried,  "Ye  must  name  nine  with  no  delay, 
Those  nearest  must  suffice !"      I  singled  forth, 
As  if  commissioned,  by  the  touch  of  hand, 
Four  guardsmen  who  would  serve  as  chariot-guides, 
Five  of  the  white-apparelled  regents ;  these 
I  was  most  careful  should  include  the  man 
I  had  brought  up  from  off  the  crowded  plain, 
And  the  expounder  with  the  trumpet-voice. 
Such  was  the  measure  of  men's  dotage  grown, 
That  none  made  question  but  a  giant  guard, 
Of  giant  stature  but  of  dwarfish  mould, 
Who,  visorless,  had  elbowed  where  I  stood. 
"Come  with  us ;  I  shall  vouch  before  the  Twain," 
Said  I,  "for  two  men  more;  the  secret  way 
Is  not  all  free  from  danger,  and  a  troop 
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Too  noticeable  might  spoil  our  design." 

Unpacified,  the  towering  brute  resumed : 

"Who  is  this  man,  and  wherefore  this  man's  power? 

Why  should  the  Twain  have  need  of  such  as  he  ?" 

"If  thou  hast  any  doubt  of  me,"  said  I, 

"Bring  sword  into  the  wood,  and  thou  shalt  hear !" 

Folk  set  between,  and  soon  it  was  agreed 

The  giant  should  command,  but  I  should  guide. 

"Guide  well,"  said  he,  "or  I'll  whip  off  thy  head!" 

"Before  tonight,"  said  I,  "if  all  goes  well, 

I'll  give  thee  chance  to  prove  thyself  a  swordsman  !" 

Soon,  for  all  bickering,  we  had  sought  and  found 

Seven  chariots  wherewith  to  make  the  journey  ; 

And  as  we  looked  the  horses'  trappings  o'er 

To  make  all  tight,  I  saw  with  stiffening  cords 

Among  them  was  the  one  that  I  had  left 

Back  at  the  high-road,  with  the  barracks-men. 

I  knew  some  one  had  skirted  the  great  plain, 

By  just  the  road  I  had  proposed  to  follow ; 

Till  I  could,  meeting  some  detachment  true, 

Deliver  up  these  fools  at  one  swift  word, 

And  while  the  multitude  but  frittered  out 

The  waiting-while,  speed  out  a  powerful  force, 

And  hew  until  the  meadow-streams  ran  red. 
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Why  here  the  chariot  stood  I  did  not  know, 
Nor  did  I  ever  know. 

Had  I  been  ancient,  weak,  unjust,  deranged, 
I  might  have  thanked  the  gods ; 
These   things   return   but  slow ;  those   hours  they 
sped. 

I  was  no  tyrant,  like  the  kings  of  Khapht, 

No  rider  of  men's  necks,  who  lived  to  ensure 

Mine  own  colossus  in  the  rocks  and  sand, 

In  this  perceiving  error  in  swift  hours. 

I  Jed  the  sorry  train  of  battle-cars, 

The  giant  standing  in  the  archer's  hold, 

While  I,  the  king,  played  slave  and  set  the  steeds 

Along  the  crowded  way. 

Our  passage  grew  not  easy ;  for  the  folk 

Swarmed  out  among  the  meadows'  fringing  groves 

To  watch  us  off,  and  folk-like  foil  our  plans. 

Though  no  man  might  have  thought  it,  I  had  there, 

Long-limbed,  rough-coated,  yellow-eyed  and  lank, 

The  speediest  horses  known  within  the  realm ; 

By  these  I  had  some  faith,  if  aught  went  wrong, 

If  any  of  a  thousand  things  went  wrong, 

There  lay  a  chance  in  flight; 

For  each  brass-gleaming  guardsman  that  we  saw, 
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Wore  the  white  sign. 

I  heard  a  sudden  tumult ; 

A  war-horn  belled,  and  there  were  fearful  shrieks 
And  the  hoarse  roar  of  men  pursuing  men, 
And  arrow-shafts  came  glinting  through  the  trees ; 
Then  I  saw  headless  women,  quivering  still, 
Men  running  all  all  about  transfixed  with  spears ; 
I  heard  a  bowstring  snap  benind  me ;  turned, 
Struck  up  the  giant's  arms  ere  they  could  close, 
Thrust  with  a  knee,  and  as  the  chariot-floor 
Leaped  like  a  bounding  panther's  back  beneath  us, 
Heaved  off  the  man,  and  gave  the  horses  leather. 
Friend,  foe,  what  mattered  it  ?     I  could  not  use 
Even  a  sword-arm  as  the  arrows  flew ; 
And  thus  I  crouched  behind  the  chariot-breast, 
Tore  off  the  arm-band,  dashed  within  the  lines 
Of  my  own  palace-guardsmen,  and  there  stood, 
One  of  my  horses  pierced,  and  settling  fast. 
A  captain,  urging  men,  demanded  word 
Of  who  I  was,  and  how  I  that  way  came. 
"Follow  .this  road,"  I  said,  "three  arrow-flights, 
Thou'lt  find  eleven  men  in  fighting-cars;  — 
These  are  accounted  leaders  of  the  tumult. 
For  each  thou  bringest  to  the  palace-gates 
Unharmed,  there  shall  be  ample  gifts  of  gold." 
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Something  about  the  man  gave  warning ;  while 

I  spoke,  as  if  in  simple  ordinance, 

I  loosed  the  sound  horse  from  its  quivering  mate. 

"Far  ampler,  Thou,"  said  he, 

For  whoso  fetches,  live  or  dead,  the  King : 

— Arrest  this  man  !" 

I  threw  the  soldiers  off, 
Clutched  at  a  flying  mane,  and  I  was  free. 
An  arrow  struck  my  shoulder-blade,  and  clung; 
Then,  even  as  I  turned  to  look  behind, 
A  bough  struck  hard,  and  wrenched  my  helmet  off, 
And  I  must  ride  for  some  remoter  way 
Back  to  my  sea-hold  and  what  waited  there. 

Until  I  found  a  highway,  all  went  well ; 
And  then  I  knew  the  prophecy  had  rung 
Home  to  my  own  doors ;  what  kept  unfulfilled, 
I  knew  that  men  would  wage  unsleeping  war 
To  fit  with  deeds  before  this  move  was  done. 
I  slew  another  man  to  gain  a  helm, 
Striking  a  head  off  like  an  herbage-stalk 
As  he  crept  wounded,  —  how,  I  could  not  fathom ; 
Then,  like  a  twice-hurt  ranksman,  limply  set 
To  find  some  way  of  help,  some  straggler's  end, 
I  took  the  high-road  and  the  chance  for  home. 
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I  found,  before  too  long,  this  would  not  answer; 
For  I  too  soon  had  passed  the  slaughtering-ground, 
Rousing  the  peaceful  folk  and  forcing  word 
Along  the  roads  too  soon,  of  what  must  fall ; 
So,  as  the  first  wild  gallop  waned,  I  left 
The  smooth  hard  pitch  for  yet  more  devious  toils ; 
For  it  had  been  the  boast  of  twenty  kings, 
Our  highways  ran  from  coast  to  mountain-gorge 
Straight  as  a  bird   might    wing,  —  and    straightway 
thence. 

Now  this  meant  failure  too ;  if  I  must  speed, 
There  must  be  hoof-hold  still :  and  as  I  struck 
With  spurless  heels,  and  with  the  arrow's  barb, 
There  grew  a  distant  move  within  the  road, 
Like  the  low  ripple  of  a  turning  tide ; 
The  air  pulsed  with  a  long-familiar  beat ; 
And  I  beheld  in  distance,  what  I  knew, 
By  signs  that  counselled  no  mistake,  the  van 
Of  a  swift  corps  of  men  :  and  I  must  hide, 
Freeing  the  horse,  lest  flankers  ride  me  down. 
In  a  young  grove  I  fell,  in  such  a  trim 
Among  thick  bush,  that  who  might  happen  there, 
Seeing  the  blood,  might  think  I  had  crawled  to  die. 
Some  inkling  of  revolt,  —  perhaps  full  word,  — 
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Had  reached  the  leader  of  this  strong  command; 

By  what  its  bulk,  its  disposition  read, 

—  For  none  the  less  I  watched,  —  it  meant  reprise. 

And  who  had  sent  it  out  ?  The  question  burned. 

First  came  the  standing  chariots,  twelve  arow, 
Each  driven  by  an  archer  in  state  mail 
Of  light  design  though  tortuous  weave,  so  fashioned 
With  river-flax,  with  sinewed  strips  of  cane, 
Against  all  inserts  drugged,  with  hasps  of  bronze 
Tempered  and  stained  against  all  rust  and  sweat, 
That  scarce  a  man  might  mark  it  with  a  spear. 
Each  wore  a  helmet  like  the  one  I  bore, 
With  a  long  visored  front  that  could  be  drawn 
To  leave  but  eye-slits  and  a  way  of  breath ; 
A  woven  collar-piece  kept  each  man's  throat, 
The  tunic  holding  safe  the  chest  and  reins. 
At  knees  and  thigh-fronts  there  were  basket-plates 
If  a  man's  horses  failed,  and  he  must  war 
Beside  the  footmen  using  sword  and  spear. 
Each  rider  had  a  pair  of  javelins  long, 
That  might  be  thrown,  or  lunged  with  at  the  will ; 
A  horse-bow  and  a  quiver,  lash  and  sword; 
A  heavier  gear  could  not  be  borne  for  heat, 
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Yet  this  sufficed  against  all  men  but  few. 

I  watched  the  swift  cars  trundling,  each  black  steed 

Urged  at  the  gallop,  each  bright-painted  car 

With  symbolled  wings  and  fierce  "All-seeing  Eyes" 

Limned  on  its  breast,  with  six-tined  brazen  wheels 

That  spun  round  axles  noiseless  with  a  fluid 

Drawn  of  a  sea-beach  monster  sometimes  cast; 

At  crests  of  horse  and  man  were  towering  plumes 

Of  desert-birds,  in  sign  that  each  had  been 

In  victoried  war  against  some  foreign  foe. 

I  recognized  the  many  a  captain  proud 

In  other  days  whose  glory  would  have  been 

First  to  die  fighting  at  my  finger-crook, 

While  many  a  youngling's  thirst  was  for  the  name. 

As  the  first  cohort  swung  careering  by, 

An  order  rang,  and  every  mask  drew  down. 

So  passed  the  Ostrich  legion,  then  the  Snake, 

The  Brazen  Sun,  the  Vulture  and  the  Crow ; 

Then,  on  a  screaming  elephant  upborne, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  any  singling  spear, 

I  saw  the  figure  of  my  eldest  prince, 

Crowned  as  no  prince  but  as  the  very  monarch 

Over  all  men  between  the  separate  seas. 
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Then  did  I  wish  for  death ;  yet  before  death 
Blotted  with  early  and  continuing  night 
The  sole  oblivion  justifying  mine, 
I  tempered  this  with  one  desire;  that  I, 
Not  foolish  yet  with  years,  but  subtly  blind, 
Blind  in  a  fashion  years  had  brought  excuse :  — 
Might  prove  within  the  waiting  souls  of  men 
The  failure  of  these  childish  prophecies. 

Blind,  yet  no  blinder  than  those  thus  had  fooled  me, 

For  many  a  legioned  souls,  not  one  a  friend ! 

The  very  mountains  groaned,  gave  tongue ;  the  sea 

Spoke  with  strange  whispers,  and  the  candid  skies 

Yielded  a  word  of  intent  ere  they  rose, 

And  thunder  and  black  winds  and  searing  flame, 

And  sundering  waves,  and  shakings  of  the  earth, 

Refuted  in  one  blast  the  wisdomed  wage 

Of  hoarding  generations.     Blind,  blind,  blind, 

That  had  not  sensed  how  Man's  one  sovereignty 

Over  all  forces  of  the  earth  and  sea, 

O'er  fellow-men  and  each  new  range  of  gods, 

Was  but  the  fruit  of  his  ulterior  will 

And  thence-developed  strength  to  curb  all  speech, 

Against  swift  issue  and  a  conquering  hour. 

Then  blinder  yet,  to  know,  yet  bandaging 
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All  sight,  to  keep  no  lesser  confidant, 

Knowing  the  ways  of  men,  believing  still 

In  self-permitted  gleams 

The  simulacrum  called  men's  fealty. 

To  balance  wrong  and  right, 

Expecting  men  to  live  by  simple  wisdom, 

To  weigh  the  hungering  impulse  ere  the  deed, 

To  oppose  the  unknowable  with  but  the  known, 

This  was  in  truth  no  business  of  a  king. 

No  real  leader  may  believe  in  men ; 
For  such  as  crowd,  accepting  leadership 
At  the  first  word  of  any  seizing  place, 
Deserve  no  better  than  appliance  cold. 
The  truth  is  all  men's ;  yet  they  mouth  its  husk, 
And  shown  the  fruit,  but  either  disbelieve, 
Spurning  away  the  hand  that  would  but  teach, 
Or,  as  it  yet  more  oft  may  circumstance, 
Devour  with  all  an  ingrate's  unaware. 

Wouldst  thou  serve  men  ?      So  doing,  shalt  thou 

serve, 

Nor  cease,  nor  know  companionship,  nor  hear 
Compt  of  thy  stewarding  from  human  tongue ; 
But  if  thou  liest,  saying  what  men  desire 
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Above  thy  secret  knowledge,  thou  art  wise, 

And  thou  shalt  be  beloved.      Men  shall  praise 

Thy  divers  gifts,  and  thou  shalt  find  high  place, 

And  leaderhood,  and  tribute,  and  reward, 

And  they  that  know  thee  for  the  guise  thou  art 

In  solemn  truth,  thy  servitors  hold  mute 

By  dint  of  power  that  keeps  all  pity  vain. 

Thy  fortune,  like,  shall  be 

To  heap  and  prosper,  even  to  thy  tomb, 

So  only  thou  shalt  learn,  once  power  is  thine, 

To  swinge,  not  spare,  who  wrought  it  for  thy  hands. 

For  what  thou  givest,  gratitude  ?     Dost  hear 
The  new-swoln  suckling  speak  its  gratitude, 
The  lion  in  thy  pits,  the  stupored  snake, 
The  barred  hyena  crunching  round  thy  doors, 
The  vulture,  crawed  beyond  all  power  of  wing ! 
Here  is  the  rule  of  life  and  final  word, 
Slay  and  be  slain,  dissolving  questions  all. 
There  is  no  other  law,  for  kings  or  men. 

This  thing  alone  is  great ; 

To  fight  alone  against  ten  thousand  fools, 

Nor  flinch  an  eye  until  the  death-stroke  falls. 
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At  length  I  won  unto  my  palace-gates, 
Unguarded  first  since  its  first  stone  arose. 
Instead  the  files  of  lean  swart  youth  I  knew, 
That  watched  by  day  and  night  with  glittering  gear, 
Bearing  themselves  like  figures  of  the  gods, 
There  sat  beside  my  own  sea-stairway's  door, 
A  gray  paunch-bellied  sot,  between  wide  knees 
A  jug  of  black  palm  liquor  still  that  foamed. 
The  spear  and  shield,  the  trump  and  thickset  sword 
That  named  a  guard,  lay  on  the  flags  beside, 
And  yet  the  man's  insignia  spoke  in  truth 
Of  honorable  service,  and  of  long. 

I  swept  the  arms  aside  before  I  spoke. 

"Be  quick ;  say  what  has  happened,  or  thou  diest !" 

"A  thorny  shirt,"  said  he,  "for  thine  and  thee ! 
For  gods   and  guards  are  mixed,   and  realms  and 

men; 
I'll  finish  this,  and  beat  thy  fundament!" 

1  made  return  : 

"Thou  death-devoted  fool,  I  am  the  King !" 
"Thou'rt  rotten  fish  !"  said  he. 

And  yet  ere  I  had  won  the  topmost  stair, 
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I  heard  the  man  with  low  clear  voice  entreat 
A  way  within  the  portal  I  had  sprung; 
Fearful  that  someone  'mid  the  palace-walls 
Might  hear,  and  hearing,  what  ?   I  crept  again, 
With  ready  sword,  and  swung  the  turning-bars, 
And  the  man,  pale  and  shaken,  gave  salute. 
"Thy  way  is  death,"  said  he,  "and  I  would  follow!" 
"Fool,"   I  returned,  "thou  hast  drunk  deep;  be 
gone!" 

"Thy  way,  O  King,  is  death,  where  thou  dost  go ! " 
"Give  out,"  said  I,  "the  new  Queen  most  desires, 
The  elder  King  being  slain  amid  the  fields, 
To  wait  within  the  great  sea-colonnade, 
All  undisturbed  by  further  tales  of  blood, 
The  victoried  return  of  spouse  and  King. 
Contrive  three  men  shall  put  the  bronze  door  to, 
That  leads  unto  the  centred  palace-hall, 
And  I  shall  chance  to  bar  it  from  within. 
In  token  of  my  death  win  thy  belief 
By  letting  all  behold  this  amulet 
Worn  of  the  king  my  father,  and  so  known. 
Swear  it  is  borrowed  of  a  messenger 
Now  junketing  among  loose  palace-maids. 
Accomplish  this  within  five  hundred  beats 
By  water-clock,  and  thou  shalt  ere  tomorrow, 
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— Tonight,  if  so  this  unprovisioned  army 

Trails  back  less  hungering  for  food  than  blood, — 

Ensure  such  death,  beside  a  mighty  king, 

As  men  shall  scribe  for  many  a  blazoned  year!" 

I  watched  the  man  sweat  as  the  will  returned ; 

"Hast  fear?"  said  I. 

"I  have  no  fear  save  long-continuing  life; 

Art  sure,  the  door  once  closed,  thou  mayst  prevail 

Against  who  treads  the  sea-court  ?" 

"That  shall  be!' 

This  sea-court  was  a  giant  colonnade 
Founded  upon  the  outmost  spur  of  rock 
Where  stood  the  palace,  high  above  the  sea. 
Three    sides   were   closed   within   thick   sculptured 

walls, 

The  fourth  being  open  to  the  sun  and  wind. 
Save  by  the  doors,  there  was  no  way  therein, 
For  seawardly  the  granite  rock  fell  sheer, 
Faced  with  smooth  walls  no  sapper's  art  might  scale 
Save  at  the  mercy  of  who  ranged  above. 
Nor  would  the  roof  give  access,  once  attained ; 
For  this  projected  far,  —  by  failures  thrown, 
Returning  doubts,  and  sacrifice  of  men, — 
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Beyond  the  compass  of  its  floorage ;  so, 
That  if  besiegers  let  down  fighting-men, 
By  rope  and  sling,  (as  trial  once  had  been), 
They  were  but  lost,  nor  any  purpose  made ; 
Spitted  at  will  by  any  adtive  bowman, 
Or,  severed  once  the  ropes,  let  soaring  down 
Where  none  might  seize  an  echo  of  their  fall. 
Two  rows  of  columns,  ten  full  times  the  height 
And  thirty  times  the  bulk  of  stalwart  men, 
These  were  the  kingdom's  glory ;  yet  the  place 
Not  ever  yet  had  been  for  aught  but  kings, 
Who  had  made  of  it  a  refuge,  feasting-hall, 
A  temple  or  a  cage,  as  whoso  reigned. 

One  miracle  of  life  do  I  remember; 
That  was  to  find  the  door  already  fast. 
The  Queen  stood  watching,  as  I  thought,  the  sea ; 
And  leaning  at  the  same  stone  bar  there  stood, 
Some  distance  hitherward,  two  soldiers  tall. 
With  sandals  doffed,  I  crept  behind  the  pair, 
Struck  down  the  one,  and  as  the  other  turned, 
Made   good    the   second    stroke ;    then    faced    the 
Queen. 

She  was  a  woman  of  the  Athenai, 
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Whose  pulses  worked  with  yet  more  distant  blood ; 

She  had  been  brought,  a  year  or  so  before, 

And  past  all  women  had  I  loved  her  well. 

By  heritage  of  beauty  yet  more  strange 

Than  wavering  moon's  above  a  waveless  sea, 

The  girl  had  won  above  all  queens  a  hold; 

By  virtue  of  a  silent  tongue  yet  speech 

When  speech  was  bid,  more  sweet  than  mingling 

notes 

Of  bird  on  bough  and  lover's  flute  beneath, 
In  mysteried  woods  by  warbling  water-streams; 
By  magic  touch  of  lip,  cool  ivory  arms 
And  perfumed  swathes  of  hair, — no  Nubian's  thatch, 
But  at  the  changing  will  a  turban-crown, 
A  mystic  labyrinth  for  eye  and  hand, 
An  icy  cloak  to  hide  all  nuptial  fire, 
An  opiate  forest  closing  out  the  skies, 
Or  a  vast  river  in  a  land  of  dreams. 

I  saw  the  young  cheek  pale,  the  languorous  eyes 
Widen  and  glow  like  some  night-lemur's  own, 
Snared  by  a  savage  and  hawked  round  in  camps ; 
I    watched   the   mouth   frame   words,    but  give   no 

voice 

To  what  it  framed ;  so,  soon  to  make  an  end, 

64 


T  said, 

"There  is  no  need  of  any  speech, 
For  thou  already,  Child,  art  of  the  dead. 
Thine  eyes  are  blind,  thy  lips  are  mute,  thine  ears 
More  deaf  than  stone  within  the  covering  ground. 
Thy  little  hands  and  limbs,  and  thy  long  hair 
Are  not  of  mine,  but  of  the  Black  King's  house. 
Give  here  thy  kiss,  and  bare  thy  heart ;  not  long, 
And  thou  shalt  find  thy  death  more  sweet  than  life!" 
But  the  girl  shrank  against  the  dizzying  rail, 
Looked  forth,  and  turned : 

"O  King,  what  is  my  fault, 
To  meet  thy  wrath  and  not  thy  hiding  arms  ? 
I  have  but  waited  here  for  thee  since  dawn, 
Shut  off  from  all  but  yon  two  soldiers ;  food 
Was  left  here,  and  the  palace-gates  were  closed. 
I  thrice  had  gone  to  seek  thee,  but  I  found 
The  gateway  in  the  rock-stair  likewise  barred. 
The  soldiers  knew  but  that  their  orders  ran 
To  watch  here  till  the  hour  of  guard-relief. 
Why  hast  thou  grown  so  strange  and  terrible, 
Death  at  thy  hands  as  thou  dost  reach  thy  home, 
Death  in  thy  words  and  more  within  thine  eyes  ? 
I  have  but  loved  thee,  and  what  fault  was  this  ? 
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Have  I  done  wrong,  if  only  in  my  thought  ? 

If  even  wrong,  it  is  not  thine  own  way 

To  punish  ere  thou  hearest;  and  if  I, 

Thy  handmaid  and  thy  slave,  but  yet  thy  Queen 

By  right  of  this  blind  life  that  in  me  stirs, 

My  prayed-for  gift,  thy  mingling  blood  and  mine, 

Am  dedicate,  the  wherefore  would  I  know !" 

I  answered,  "Thou  shalt  know; 

At  what  hour  left  thee  here  the  prince  my  son  ?" 

"Which   prince,  O    Lord?      For   thou   hast   many 

princes !" 
"Nay,  hast  thou  trucked  it,  then,  with  more  than 

one?" 

I  saw  the  girl's  face  pale,  and  shrink,  and  flush 
Like  a  sick  infant's,  ere  a  sound  arose ; 
And  then ; 

"If  this  were  true,  then  might  I  welcome  death ! 
I  came  into  thy  walls  a  peaceful  maid, 
That  had  seen  naught  beyond  my  mother's  house ; 
Of  all  men  I  have  known  but  only  thee; 
Because  my  laughter  had  been  swift,  my  song 
Ready  as  this  within  thy  strange  abode, 
And  my  feet,  being  young,  would  only  trip 
As  children's  might  along  these  kingly  floors, 
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Mine  was  to  meet  but  envious  tongues  and  eyes. 
I  had  not  known  how  these  thy  palace-folk, 
Might  compass  with  a  skill  more  consequent 
Than  hid  physician's  art,  such  burning  griefs : 
Lie  without  lying,  steal  without  a  hand, 
Slay  without  letting  blood,  nay,  touching  flesh ; 
Someone  hath  lied.  —  But  thou  believest  not  ?" 

"I  this  have  heard : 

Thou  and  mine  eldest  son  have  plotted  ruin 

For  this  my  reign,  and  kept  thy  secret  ill." 

"Thy  son  affects  all  women,  and  not  me. 

I  face  thee  now  as  pure,  save  but  for  thine 

Absolving  touch,  in  spirit  and  in  word, 

As  in  that  hapless  dawn  when  first  I  came, 

A  widow's  child,  forth  of  my  mother's  door, 

To  serve  thy  kingly  need. 

I  had  no  living  thought  of  more  than  this ; 

To  spin  the  flax  and  wool,  fetch  water  pure, 

Bake  kneaded  cakes,  and  tend  the  little  lamp 

That  nightly  burnt  above  our  single  shrine. 

When   the  coarse  merchants  came,  with  sumpter- 

beasts, 
With  jangling  bells,  to  buy  our  broidery-wares, 
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I  fled  unto  the  roof,  nor  would  return 

Till  they  with  greed-swoln  lips  and  bales  had  gone. 

Yet  I  knew  honest  mirth ;  for  would  I  drench, 

With  jug  once  filled,  the  brown-eyed  shepherd-lads 

Who  tugged  at  my  long  braids,  or  stone  them  well 

Into  loud  flight  with  simulated  harm; 

Thought  of  espousal  I  had  none.     But  when, 

0  master  mine,  and  husband  and  high  King, 
Thine  emissaries  brought  me  to  these  courts, 
Then  was  my  deathless  dream  that  I  should  make 
A  truer  consort  than  a  thing  of  hours. 

1  would  have  breathed  the  air  of  men's  achievements 
Brought  in  with  thee  like  savors  of  the  fields ; 

I  would  have  touched  alone  such  royal  food 
As  warriors  and  not  brabbling  feasters  knew ; 
I  would  have  been  anear  thee  in  some  strong 
Soul-tightening  pass  when  agony  weighed  hard 
Ere  triumph  surged  like  dawn  in  tempest-skies, 
So  that  the  life  within  would  know,  stand  fit 
For  kinghood  at  the  very  doors  of  birth. 
This  would  I  most  have  sought ;   I  found  a  world 
Peopled  again  with  walking  calumnies ; 
Made  friends  that  warned  of  other  friends  till  I, 
Finding  no  counsel  in  thy  dalliance, 
I  would  have  died  but  for  my  speechless  art 
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To  bear  thy  kingdom's  seed  to  flower  and  fruit." 

I  heard,  nor  could  I  lift  a  hand  and  slay. 
"Dost  thou  not  know,"  said  I,  "hast  thou  not  heard 
My  kingdom  and  thy  kingdom,  had  it  been, 
Shaken  and  sundered,  just  without  yon  wall  ? 
Dost  know  my  life  is  sought,  for  that  thine  own 
Is  blamed  as  my  son's  forage-ground  ?     Dost  know 
My  people  mad  with  worship  of  strange  gods, 
My  son,  too  swift  in  thought  for  honest  rule, 
Worshipping  with  them  but  to  grasp  the  throne, 
Slaughtering  the  wise  and  good,  that  truth  may  rot, 
Force  replace  justice,  —  his  then  grow  the  land!" 

"These  things  I  have  not  known ;  for  I, 
Set  separate  from  thy  household  less  by  will 
Than  that  thy  people  shun  through  hate  and  fear, 
My  name  and  presence,  learn  through  thee  alone, 
Save  for  the  tiring-women's  gossip ;  yon 
Dead  youths,  for  what  so  stationed  in  this  hall, 
Have  spoken  naught  save  in  prescribed  salute. 

Thy  son? 

I  would  make  sons  for  thee,  and  not  destroy ; 
If  thou  must  speak  of  sons,  then  speak  of  mine, 
Of  mine  and  thine,  whose  only  twinge  I  know !  " 
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After  a  moment's  silence :  "Hast  thou  none 
Of  thine  unbeaten  legions  to  uphold  thee  ?" 

"Nay,  nor,  it  seems,  a  friend, 

Save  for  a  drunken  guard  at  guardless  doors ; 

The  world  is  not  the  world, 

But  some  new  dream  no  man  interpreteth. 

In  the  dark  record  of  the  days  of  kings, 

No  graven  stone  hath  borne  such  front  as  this ; 

I  shall  die  fighting  in  an  hour  or  two ; 

And  that  no  man  may  prize  thy  touch  and  kiss, 

None  shame  thy  bond  with  the  dishonored  dead, 

Thou  first  shalt  pass ;  thine  be  the  peace  that  hears 

No  sound,  nor  knows  no  sight, 

Nor  tholes  an  hour  of  mortal  grief  and  pain." 

Again  the  girl  shrank  ere  the  words  returned : 
"For  that  I  love  thee,  let  my  griefs  be  mine, 
And  not  oblivion ;  for  I  love  thee  so, 
I  would  face  more  than  death  to  bear  thy  son. 
Thinkest  thou  this  thy  true  queen's  gift  defiled 
In  fashioning,  then  rend  it  forth,  and  see; 
Itself  shall  cry  with  instant  voice  thy  name." 

"Thou  lovest  ?     If  thou  lovest,  thou  wilt  with  me 
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Over  yon  parapet,  and  cheat  the  gods ; 
Nay,  then,  without  dishonor  bare  thy  breast, 
Cover  thine  eyes,  and  thou  shalt  feel  no  harm. 
Still  fearest  thou  ?     Then  bow  thy  lovely  head, 
For  thou  art  Death's :  a  little  while,  I  join  thee ; 
And  though  Death's  house  be  dark,  thy  steps  and 

mine 

May  find  a  way  to  reach  some  kindlier  sun. 
Thou  lovest  me,  and  still  thou  fearest  ?    Why, 
The  solitary  fool  that  greeted  me 
At  my  own  perjured  gates,  released  all  law, 
But  asked  to  die,  beside  a  brother  doomed." 
She  answered,  calm : 

"Methinks  I  read  thy  mind; 
It  so  is  written,  that  men  win  by  death ; 
Women  prevail  by  life,  and  life  alone. 
If  thou  art  bound  to  die,  then  let  me  free ; 
Thy  son,  if  son,  shall  be  a  worthy  sequent ; 
If  tendless  born  'mid  slaves  and  fugitives 
Beneath  a  bush  by  some  polluted  well, 
Yet  he  shall  grow  such  inward  right  of  power, 
So  tabernacled  in  a  kingly  frame, 
That  seeing  men  shall,  searching  a  new  ruler, 
Make    of  thine    unknown    son    thy    new    world's 

King ! " 


But  finding  I  was  bent  on  death,  she  drew 
Swiftly  a  dagger,  lunging  like  an  asp; 
Then  seeing  first  my  bleeding  shoulder,  flung 
It  out  across  the  gulf,  and  closed  her  eyes. 
There  was  a  moment  like  a  strangling  head-wind, 
A  moment's  horror;  then  the  sword  groaned  home. 

The  night  fell ;  and  blue  darkness  ruled  the  sea. 

The  space  grew  long  ere  life's  full  sense  returned ; 
And  then,  as  one  knows  that  giddy  sleep 
That   follows   when   the   plague   stands   cured,  dis 
solve 

And  leave  mechanic  will,  I  lifted  free 
First  one  and  then  the  other  of  the  slain. 
The  soldiers  I  let  find  a  way 

Down  the  cliff's  fall,  nor  noted  where  they  struck ; 
Their  armaments,  that  bore  their  names,  I  set 
To  have  them  close  at  need, 
Or  having  none,  that  they  might  bear  the  tale. 

This  done,  I  laid  the  body  of  the  queen 
Along  the  stone's  cold  parapet;   I  made 
The  limbs  lie  smooth,  and  folded  her  pale  arms, 
Sealed  the  bright  lids  for  sleep  to  fear  no  dawn ; 
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Disposed  the  burdening  braids,  and  covered  all 
With  a  vast  cloth  that  had  been  there  so  laid 
That  folk  might  lean  with  comfort  at  the  stone. 

Then  for  long  hours  I  watched  the  ranging  night. 
The  stars  crept  round;  great  clots  and  jewel-strings 
And  patches  of  remote  pale  diamond-mist, 
Voiceless  yet  yearning  with  some  instant  word 
That  bore  all  meanings  but  no  meaning  plain. 

This  was  a  "cruel  time?"     Not  more  than  others; 

All  times  are  cruel  times  for  whoso  lose. 

I  heard  afar  the  low  soft  plashings  where 

The  sea  still  wore  upon  the  rocks  beneath ; 

I  stood  with  straining  ears  to  catch  a  note 

From  where  the  sea-mole  ran,  its  beacon-tongue 

Blacker  than  darkness  where  for  years  had  burned 

By  night  the  signal  for  incoming  ships ; 

I  harked  in  vain  for  any  chiming  song 

Of  men  at  ropes,  for  any  sound  of  strife, 

Or  clear  commands  o'er  mustered  fighting-men ; 

All  that  I  heard  were  cries  of  outsea  birds, 

The  breakers'  whispering  plaint,  the  night -wind's 

pour; 

All  that  I  saw  were  just  the  wheeling  stars 
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Above  the  sea;  — 

Save  once,  when  soft  a  great  land-vulture  came, 

With  wings  more  soundless  yet  than  death ; 

And  settling  on  the  soundless  body,  stared 

A  moment  at  the  sheathed  indifferent  eyes, 

Waving  its  giant  vans  o'er  the  pale  head. 

Ere  I  could  stir,  it  went.     The  silence  grew.   ' 

Later  I  heard,  where  the  bronze  doors  lay  sealed 

With  bars  of  bronze  a  single  man  might  slide 

Not  at  all  times  into  the  socket-holes 

Deep  in  the  stone  abutments; — there  I  heard 

From  time  to  time  a  curious  triple  knock ; 

And  I  surmised  from  this  the  guardsman  waited, 

Safely  enough,  for  some  returning  sign. 

I  struck  upon  the  door  three  answering  blows, 

Heard  three,   and  strove  to  force  the  bolts  back ; 

failed, 

And  as  the  signal  failed  repeat,  I  heard 
Shouts  as  of  men  deep-buried  in  the  earth, 
Bursting  by  magic  into  air  and  life ; 
And  so  I  took  the  rock-stair,  bent  on  death;; 
Across  torch-glittering  yards,  and  with  a  throng 
That  surged,  the  soldiers  eating  from  their  hands, 
Unto  the  place  where  stood  the  empty  throne. 
There  was  no  sign  of  order,  yet  no  strife ; 
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And  though  the  hall  was  choked,  with  no  great  art 

I  gained  a  foot-place  near  the  staired  tribune ; 

Whereat  the  wild  hope  rose,  that  I  might  strike 

The  false  king  dead  within  the  aisled  array 

Of  beasts  that  he  must  pass  to  reach  the  spot 

Where  kings  were  crowned.   But  this  was  not  to  be; 

For  passage  opened  where  I  might  not  force 

Half-near  enough :  yet  hope  rose  once  again 

When  the  crowd,  closing,  held  me  without  will 

Fast  by  the  very  steps  where  he  had  risen 

Unto  the  dais,  officered  well  round 

With  men  (I  thought),  new-lifted  of  the  ranks; 

With  these  were  varlets  of  the  new  belief, 

Elders,  not  priests,  —  for  so  its  maxim  ran, 

In  dusty  robes  of  white. 

One  of  these,  fitted  for  men's  venerance, 

With  a  child's  face  above  an  aged  man's  beard, 

Crowned  the  new  king,  my  first  rebellious  son, 

Born  of  a  casual  mother,  with  a  crown 

Of  twisted  leaves  and  branches,  signifying 

By  means  I  could  not  ravel, 

That  he  was  king  by  favor  of  their  God. 

And  I  stood  there  with  rending  heart;  but  when 
The  cheers  rose  thundering  and  the  trumpets  rang, 

75 


THE  PARASCHIST 

I  was  borne  standing,  with  close-pinioned  arms 

Direct  the  rising  stair,  until  I  reached 

With  powerless  will,  where  will  had  no  avail. 

Then,  as  the  crowd  surged  back,  I  saw  beside  me, 

Another  waif  beached  by  a  senseless  sea, 

The  guardsman  I  had  plighted  kingly  end. 

Scarce  a  long  spear -length  from  the  spurious  mon 

arch, 

Full  son  of  mine,  but  yet  by  this  no  son 
Of  aught  but  carrion,  stood  we.     As  the  pressure 
Loosed  swiftly  round  us,  men  were  begged  a  space 
To  let  the  king  be  heard.     Yet  ere  the  voice 
Broke  forth  to  accept  a  world  of  living  lies, 
I  lifted  sword,  as  if  to  raise  acclaim ; 
And  ere  a  man  could  sense  what  boded  there, 
Leaped  forward,  and  struck  down  the  second  king 
That  had  but  borne  false  title  in  my  reign. 
The  first  stroke  severed  a  swift-warding  hand, 
As  the  mouth  gaped  surprise  that  such  could  be ; 
The  second  missed ;  the  third  bore  off"  the  head, 
That  ere  the  body  crashed  to  floorward,  leaped 
Like  a  flung  melon,  to  the  crowd  below ;  ? 

Then,  ere  the  beast-roar  burst  all  round,  I  cried, 
With  helmet-muffled  voice, 

"None  save  a  king  dares  disenthrone  the  king !" 
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Then  ran  the  lights  blood-red;  my  name  was  blared 
In  chorus  of  innumerable  throats; 
Whether  in  rage,  rejoicing,  was  not  clear. 
Men  turned  against  their  neighbors,  no  man  sure 
Of  friend  or  foe,  each  blaming  who  stood  nearest, 
Voice  meeting  voice,  and  dagger  meeting  throat 
As  arm  got  free,  ere  voice  could  name  an  issue ; 
As  I  swung  sword,  men  leaped  from  off  the  dais, 
Which  rose  breast-high  .where  others  crushed  against 

it; 

I  saw  the  white-haired  crown-deliverer  caught 
With  outspread  arms,  upon  the  guard's  tough  spear 
That  missed  the  ribs  and  split  the  heart  like  wax 
Ere  it  stood  forth  from  out  the  foolish  breast. 
Men  fought  to  gain  the  steps,  and  men  fought  back, 
And  archers  loosed  blind  arrows  from  the  rear, 
Striking,  they  knew,  nor  seeming,  cared  not;  brands 
Fell  and  were  dark,  some  searing  all  they  touched, 
The  flesh  of  men,  that  fought  them  off  like  flies ; 
I  marked  a  bowman,  forced  against  the  dais, 
With  bow  undrawn  yet  arrow  fitted  fast, 
Powerless  to  head  the  shaft  for  weight  of  men 
That  struggled  from  the  rearward,  till  the  man 
Paled  and  gasped  out  the  life  that  thirsted  mine ; 
With  lifted  shield  I  bore  swift  arrows  off, 
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As  the  throng  heaved   and  swelled   and  heaved  a- 

gain 

As  the  sea  heaves  beneath  the  wind  unseen; 
And  when  a  spearman  struck,  turned  up  the  blow, 
And  ran  beneath,  and  scored,  so  that  the  thrust 
Sent  the  man  backward  with  his  weight  and  mine 
Into  the  riot's  strangling  whirlpool;  where 
Unsinkably  the  body  long  rocked  round. 
Ere  I  had  cleared  a  ring,  with  arm  and  sword, 
And  gathered  breath  for  some  fresh  kern's  attack, 
There  stood  no  living  man  but  fought  for  life, 
Not  knowing  why  nor  how,  no  man  but  cried 
The  hearing  that  no  other  man  might  spare ; 
Good   friends   and  sounded   foes  turned   shield  on 

shield 

And  knife  on  mace,  and  struck  with  mail-shod  knee 
And  hapless  fist,  against  all  chance  to  strain 
Way  to  the  doors,  and  thence  such  liberty 
And  random  hope  to  measure  foe  and  friend 
As  life  might  give  though  reason  dared  not  rule. 
Ere  the  last  torches  fell, 

Dead  men  and  dying  choked  the  rising  steps 
To  right  and  leftward  as  I  ranged  between. 
If  one  would  clamber  past, 

Some    wretch    beneath    would    drag   the   clamberer 
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down, 
Some  wretch   behind  would   cleave   the   clamberer 

through ; 

While  we  twain  wretches,  certainted  of  death 
For  that,  if  friends  there  were 
In  certainty  within  that  gurge  of  Doom, 
They  showed  no  forces,  beat  the  clamberers  back 
At  stair-heads  and  along  the  platform's  bound. 
Yet  this  was  not  for  long ;  an  arrow  pierced 
The  eye-hole  of  my  comrade's  visor  deep, 
Clean  to  the  brain ;  and  he  fell,  tearing  at  it, 
Writhing  like  one  within  a  serpent's  hold. 
Then,  somehow,  as  a  rending  breaker  lifts 
Its  drowning  surge  along  a  scant  sea-wall, 
The  mass  rose  up  along  my  vantage-front, 
And  warriors  swarmed  against  me ;  yet  so  hard 
Did  I,  though  wearied  of  all  life,  return 
Swift  pass  for  pass,  and  blow  for  missing  blow, 
Suffering  but  one  slight  spear -wound  there,  that 

none 

Who  lived,  could  boast  that  he,  at  single  play 
Of  arms,  had  reached  the  king. 
Exultantly  I  stood  and  fought;  gave  ground 
Inviting  one  man's  onset;  him  I  slew 
With  more  of  his  own  impetus  than  mine ; 
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But  others  danced  before  me  'mid  wild  lights 
And  smoking  glooms ;  with  shield  alone  I  crushed 
One  helmless  face  that  agonized  and  ceased ; 
Then  from  the  rearward,  yet  one  more  blind  surge 
Of  men  was  borne,  and  those  I  faced  were  borne 
Breast  against  breast,  as  on  the  floor  had  been. 
My  waiting  sword,  that  reached  an  adversary 
Scarce  with  the  point  as  I  made  fresh  engage, 
Slid  cleanly  through  some  chance  articulation 
In  the  man's  armor:  flesh  and  midriff  told. 
Even  had  I  space,  the  blade  would  not  return, 
Its  yieldless  haft,  to  my  own  wrist  so  chained 
Ere  I  made  right,  that  sword  and  wrist  were  one, 
Burning  like  fire  at  mine  own  vitals  there; 
Thus  the  man  died,  with  staring  eye-holes  fixed, 
That   spoke   no   more   than   eyes  of  some   strange 

thing 

Encountered  swimming  in  green  under-seas ; 
Then  came  a  dreadful  and  a  sickening  weight; 
And  then  my  old  wound  burst,  and  I  went  down. 


When  life  returned,  I  saw  the  open  day; 
And  I  was  in  a  fishing-boat  that  fell 
And  rocked  upon  a  sun-illumined  sea. 
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Two  men  were  at  the  oars ;  the  lazing  sail 
Filled  and  relapsed ;  far  distant  slept  the  land. 
When  I  looked  up,  I  saw  beside  me  there, 
Seated  within  the  shadow  of  the  sail, 
The  first  and  eldest  of  my  wives,  long  since 
For  jealous  ear  and  scorpion  tongue  put  by; 
For  practice  of  dead  spells,  for  talk  with  priests 
Of  one  and  then  another  swindling  fane, 
Supporting  these  by  stealth  from  palace  tribute  — ; 
For  meddling  much  within  the  realm's  affairs. 
From  her  I  learned  that  when  the  day  returned, 
Searchers  among  the  dead  had  borne  away, 
With  covered  face,  declaring  it  their  kin, 
The  trampled  body  of  their  elder  king. 
Fighting  began  ere  any  crossed  the  claim, 
And  the  dark  bearers  would  have  left  me  there 
But  that  the  queen,  in  serving-woman's  garb, 
Saw  life  where  others,  fantasy ;  and  brought 
Back  undesired,  life's  thrice-laborious  breath. 
While  yet  the  madness  raged, 
Man  against  man,  yet  no  man  conquering  long, 
Was  I  stol'n  thence,  —  I  later  learned  at  cost 
Of  half  the  queen's  well-hidden  store  set  by 
To  pledge  a  temple  when  occasion  fell, 
Myself  being  dead.     The  other  half  was  lost, 
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That,  might  we  but  have  compassed  some  shrewd 

hour, 
We  might  have  brought,  wherewith  to  buy  us  ease. 

At  length  we  came  unto  this  barren  country 

Of  never-ending  sun  and  shrivelled  sand, 

Wherein,  when  our  last  golden  groat  was  gone, 

With  skill  in  poisons  I  won  servitude 

Until  a  high-priest  died,  and  I  fled  hence ; 

Where  this  young  king,  —  such  king  as  I  had  been, 

Save  for  the  whip  where  I  had  held  the  torch,— 

Commands  ten  thousand  artisans  upraise 

Fresh  walls,  fresh  images.      I  showed  unfit 

For  dragging  stone  in  teams  a  thousand  strong, 

For  lifting  water  at  the  bucket-ropes, 

Or  standing  guard  by  night  at  sleeping-pens, 

To  murder  whoso  broke  for  liberty ; 

But  I  was  set  to  draw  the  entrails  forth  ^ 

Of  those  who  died  in  such  authority 

And  with  such  wealth  as  might  impropriate 

In  fear  of  death,  the  salt  embalmer's  art; 

This  being  the  lowliest  pursuit, 

Borne  chiefly  by  sick  slaves,  within  the  kingdom. 

By  this  I  live ; 
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A  broken  worn  old  man  desiring  death, 

Debarred  by  shame  that  my  gray  wife  would  rather 

Cling  hoping  to  this  foul  stale  hutch  of  life, 

Pursued  by  doom  and  not  pursuing  it. 

Ambition  now  is  much  like  other  men's, 

If  prayer  may  be  ambition,  hope  desire : 

That  she  may  die  the  first,  and  my  debt  stand 

Cleared  in  the  sight  of  self,  my  solemn  judge. 

I  pray  to  whom  ?   To  Time,  and  Chance,  and  Fate, 

These  mightier  than  all  gods. 

I  think  at  times  that  I  grow  deaf  and  blind, 

That  I  no  no  longer  stand  apart 

Black  wrong,  scourge-cowering  truth  as  I  was  wont. 

The  leaden  days  go  by ;  they  stone  me  here, 

(Such  being  their  custom),  every  time  I  slit 

The  corpse  they  bring,  with  wailing  and  sad  song; 

For  theirs  is  strange  belief:  some  inward  self 

Escapes  with  death,  returning  in  late  years, 

When  it  must  find  its  ravaged  house  made  whole, 

Or  take-the  shape  of  basking  crocodile, 

Of  house-cat,  kite  or  snake, — these  things  ye  know: 

I  think  they  are  the  bitter  will  of  kings 

Harried  by  priests  when  unfulfilled  with  war. 

No  god  redeems  the  follied  hearts  of  men. 
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Bowed  down  with  grief,  unto  the  paraschist 

They  had  almost  slain  with  stones  the  day  before ; 

And,  holding  coin  at  arm's  length,  beg  to  know 

What  had  come  forth  from  out  the  fleshen  gloom 

As  the  knife  slid  therein.     At  first  I  told 

The  truth  in  counterstroke ;  that  I  had  known 

But  little  issue  save  an  evil  smell ; 

I  learned,  erelong,  on  pain  of  death,  to  vow, 

According  as  the  givers  brought,  that  I 

Had  seen  a  lucid  or  a  pallid  flame 

Arise,  and  hovering  near  the  naked  corpse 

An  instant  or  a  while,  depart  with  sighing. 

Of  what  I  won  for  this,  the  priests  had  full 

First  right,  two-thirds  by  clear  decree, 

Nine-tenths  by  custom.      I,  once  king  of  kings, 

Now  slave  of  slaves,  must  serve,  not  make,  £he  law. 

I  know  this  much  of  men : 

In  every  order,  every  clime  and  time, 

Who  brooks  no  god,  to  men  bows  down  the  knee. 

I  know  this  much  of  gods : 

In  every  order,  every  time  and  clime, 

The  newest  God  the  only  true  god  stands. 
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Not  so  long  since,  there  was  a  holiday; 

When  slave  and  master,  bent  to  celebrate 

Some  certain  labor  done  that  pleased  the  king, 

Took  rest,  made  mirth  upon  the  distant  sands. 

Made  foolish  with  strong  drink,  I  told  the  tale 

Unto  my  fellow-wretches,  which  thou  hearest, 

The  none  gainsaying.     As  they  listened  round, 

A  leader  paused  to  hear,  with  whip  in  hand, 

Avowing  ere  the  tale  was  done,  'twas  true. 

Then  did  I  fear;  yet  the  man,  bidding  each 

Saving  myself,  stand  off,  advised : 

"Tomorrow,  if  thou  valuest  the  day, 

The  sun,  fresh  water,  kneaded  cakes  of  dough, 

Thy  sleeping-mat,  the  solace  of  thy  wife 

When  thy  bones  ache,  and  thou  but  cravest  death, 

Not  sleep,  to  salve  thy  wounds : 

Thou'lt  say  that  this  was  but  an  idle  tale 
Spun  of  thy  ready  wit  to  pass  an  hour, 
And  I'll  sustain  thee;  for  I  come  from  that 
Irrevocable  land  that  was  thine  own. 
I  speak  thy  speech,  I  read  thy  heart;  for  I, 
I  who  was  slave  'mid  thy  Atlantides, 
Not  slave  by  name  but  slave  by  habitude 
For  that  my  soul  died  out  with  labors  long, 
I  here  am  somewhat  master;  griding  men, 

85 


THE   PARASCHIST 

Serving  the  king,  and  circumspect  in  speech. 
Thy  ways  are  in  my  hand."     And  I,  far  gone, 
Had  yet  the  sense  to  know. 

Yet  when  I  turned 
Back  the  others,  now  the  soberer  too 
That  a  king's  headman  had  made  equal  speech 
With  one  of  them,  they  made  the  argument, 
Believing  in  the  truth  of  what  I  had  told, 
Not  by  the  virtue  of  the  truth  itself, 
But  that  a  powerful  captain  had  confirmed  it : 
"Thou    wert   less    strong   than    was   the    strangers' 

god." 

And  then:  "Against  it  —  and  all  other  gods  — 
Our  own  gods  must  prevail!"     Nor  this  could  I, 
Being  but  one  among  all  there,  refute. 


Such  was  the  tale  yon  spires  of  midnight  told 
While  still  I  sat,  with  virulence  twelvefold ; 
The  waiters  came,  proscribing  one  more  glass, 
And,  thirsted  still,  I  left.      In  my  lone  hold 
Among  sad  roofs,  long  after  dawn  unrolled, 
I  slept,  nor  heard  one  lingering  echo  pass. 
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In  Vottyon 

THE  hollyhocks  in  the  garden  grow, 
As  tall  as  soldiers  all  in  a  row, 
But  there's  none  so  tall  and  none  so  fair 
As  my  sweet  love  with  her  golden  hair. 

Torrily-orrily^orrilly-O, 

The  hollyhocks  in  the  garden  grow. 

The  fiddlers  bob  in  the  parlor  gay, 

And  the  grand  piano's  a  thing  to  play; 

But  there's  naught  so  sweet  in  the  world  to  hear 

As  my  love's  laugh  in  a  hungry  ear. 

Squee-diddle-diddle  the  fiddles  they  go, 

The  hollyhock^  in  the  garden  grow  : 

<±A  grand  piano 's  a  plum  to  hear, 

But  her  laugh  "toould  cockle  a  bedesman  s  ear. 
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Cakes  and  wine  when  the  dancers  rest, 
And  a  goose-down  pi]!ow  for  every  guest; 
But  I  love  my  love  and  her  way  somewhat, 
With  her  wheatsheaf  hair  in  a  frowsy  knot;  — 

T^ound  and  round  the  dancers  go. 

The  hollyhocks  in  the  garden  grow. 

<vf  gray-goose  -pillow  for  every  guest  > 

But  a  pillow  for  me  on  her  breathing  breast. 

I  answer  quick  to  the  drum  and  the  fife, 
And  the  empty  smile  of  the  Governor's  wife ; 
But  I  think  of  my  love  that  loves  me  well, 
In  her  little  house  with  its  lampy  smell, 
When  supper  awaits  at  the  vesper-bell. 

(In  my  house's  dust-gray  hold, 
The  rattons  creep  the  rafters  old ; 
Must  I  in  such  place  as  this, 
Banish  all  for  one  strange  kiss  — 
My  love  lies  within  the  mould 
In  her  cradling  coffin  cold:) 

Flower  in  the  street^ 
I  never  knew  a  kiss  could  be  so  sweet ! 
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I  WAS  a  painter  of  this  towering  city 

Set  round  with  deep-bayed  waters  of  the  night. 

Here  did  I  live,  here  did  I  die;  and  here, 
Being  dead,  yet  none  the  less  I  leave  one  scroll 
Of  what  I  saw ;  who  has  the  will  may  read  it. 

Read  ?     Read,  let  be ;  indifferent-browed  I  sleep, 
In  this  gray  sleep  —  that  whose  neglect  might  stir! 
Yet  I  have  dreamt,  as  even  the  dead  may  dream, 
That  might  one  living  ear  but  know  my  word, 
Might  answering  voice  confirm,  I  must  but  hark, 
The  dead  earth  round  forbearing  to  absorb 
What  once  was  I  till  every  sense  grew  clear; 
My  soul,  diffused  'mid  breathless  wastes,  return, 
One  full  united  self,  from  where  it  clung, 
Mere  blots  and  films,  on  many  a  separate  hold; 
My  memory  wake  and  rouse,  and  new  desire 
And  youngling  hope  commove  my  senseless  will ; 
Life's  all  save  speeched  similitude  return, 
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Yea,  this  if  need  be ;  some  enchantment  pierce 
And  vivify  the  heart  of  each  numbed  cell ; 
Withdraw  each  battening  root,  each  rain-pearl's  kiss, 
And  my  dead  ashes  fire  and  thrill  renewed. 

My  hungering  years  I  sped  that  I  might  find, 
Ere  life  converged  in  one  all  wavering  hopes, 
An  hour  of  beauty  from  Hell's  cankerous  flame, 
This  being  the  life  I  knew.     None  saw  nor  cared; 
Yet  the  blind  eyes  of  men  this  hour  behold 
Full  many  a  flare  first-kindled  at  the  mote 
That  I  won  forth  —  imperishable  flame!  — 
So  these  themselves  in  sounding  clepes  aver, 
That  marvel  now  round  many  a  tainted  shrine ; 
Unknowing  its  light  mine  own-discovered  fire, 
Torn  from  the  nether  pits  that  no  man  dared 
But  my  lone  self,  yet  where  the  least  crept  round 
The  smoking  rims,  awaiting  till  I  rose, 
Each  emulous  with  some  ignoble  torch 
That  thirsting,  shared ;  and  as  I  gathered  breath, 
Sped  through  the  highways,  mazed  with  self-acclaim. 

When  you  stand  next  regarding  this  my  city, 
Remark  it  well  for  my  sake  as  its  own. 
Stand  freed  by  night  in  some  storm's-axis  clear, 
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On  some  cloud-finding  roof-crest,  'mid  the  rays 
Of  some  concentric  hold  where  streets  conjoin ; 
Glance,  flying,  forth  from  some  lit  thunder-train 
'Twixt  windowed  cliffs,  gaze  down  some  lampioned 

gloom 

Where  sweating  tunnels  ridge  black  worlds  below; 
And  you  shall  note  the  selfsame  things  that  I 
Sighed  out  my  life  recording  for  this  fierce    . 
And  bitter  province  of  the  sons  of  men. 

Lean  with  me  here  from  this  dark  bridge's  boom, 
That  spans  the  mighty  river  with  one  bow ; 
The  long  tide  slides  beneath ;  affront  our  eyes 
A  thousand  bastions  tower,  with  fronts  agleam ; 
Piled  high  on  these,  yet  mightier  bastions  blaze, 
Redoubt  on  rampart,  crowned  with  pinnacles 
And  cold  lone  lanterns  beaconing  the  stars: 

This  was  my  world  ?     Nay,  friend,  mine  universe. 
Between  yon  caverned  outworks  I  was  born; 
Between  and  roundabout,  by  that  clawed  spell 
That  every  birthchild  knows  and  else  none  dreams, 
Held  fast  from  life's  escape,  there  did  I  labor, 
There  suffer  first,  there  hunger  and  aspire ; 
There  did  I,  soulworn,  lengthtime  lapse  and  pass ; 
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Forgot  ?     Nay,  scarce  forgot ; 

To  be  forgot  is  once  to  have  been  known. 

Scarce  neighbors  knew  my  name ;  but  in  some  tide 
Of  afternoon's  gray  weariness  unborne, 
If  you,  not  yet  desiring  sleep,  yet  fain 
To  lose  an  hour  from  out  eventless  hours, 
Retreat  to  some  thronged  gallery  where  the  .names 
More  than  the  works  of  men  reach  sung  regard, 
Shall   you  perceive,   where  spring -fresh  hues  con 
verge, 
Some  ghost  of  what  I  taught  my  time  and  people. 

Others  rose  free,  life-thrilled  with  fame  and  power ; 

Past  gratitude,  past  reason,  past  retrieve 

Of  overrun  half-marshalled  inklings  vain  ; 

For  what  I  found,  all  took ;  nor  yielded  thanks, 

Nay,  spoke  my  name  as  one  of  their  sad  clan. 

How  soothly  falls  the  speech  one  else  has  wrought 
For  torpid  minds,  for  lips  so  soothly  trained 
To  echo  and  no  more ! 
My  gift  was  bruited  as  another  man's, 
A  hundred  men's.     The  wherefore  then  did  I 
Repudiate  in  life  as  here  in  death's 
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Unprisable  so  tenfold  rancorous  word, 

The  land  that  bore  my  life,  the  tongue  I  speak. 

But,  lo,  behold  my  city ! 

Watch  again, 

Thrown  clear  against  the  night-skies'  lustrous  air 
Each  campanile,  spire  and  pharos  glower! 
Dismiss  my  world  not  lightly  in  the  name 
Of  mountain-gorge,  majestic  moonlit  sea, 
Nor  silver  desert  ceiled  with  jewel-streams ; 
For  one  ghoul-star  within  yon  firmament 
As  pale  as  camphor  in  yon  earth-born  glares, 
For  that  one  star  that  watchers  in  the  fields 
At  lambing-time,  that  lonely  steersmen  mark 
To  pale  and  wax  and  pale  with  fire-born  life 
Within  brief-compassed  hours :  there  pine  and  glow 
A  thousand  stars  more  fiercely  palpitant, 
More  plaintive  in  their  passage  long  ere  dawn. 
For  every  life  that  suffers  and  achieves 
Within  the  round  world's  compass,  or  that  fails, 
I  match  an  equal  life  from  my  thronged  store 
Of  memoried  lives  that  rose,  that  by  some  spell 
More  strange  than  life  or  death,  swung  mute  be 
tween 
Like  drowning  men  within  translucid  seas ; 
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That  held  awhile,  'tween  dark  and  light  onborne, 
That  loosed  and  sank,  beneath  all  human  ken. 

Let  us  have,  need  be,  test  for  test ;  speak  on ; 
Rehearse  one  aching  tale  of  horror ;  sound 
One  bugle-note  recalling  vi6toried  heights 
Won  in  the  stress  of  men's  high-purposed  noon, 
And  I  shall  answer  with  a  chronicle 
Of  yet  more  perfect  horror,  chant  one  tale 
Of  triumph  more  supreme  than  finds  belief 
Where  triumphs  cling  like  lights  in  arbor-trees 
Through  ceaseless  festivals  of  dance  and  song. 

Yet  once  again  behold ;  —  from  this  trim  cage 
Above  its  dizzying  roofs,  wherefrom  there  falls 
A  spreading  veil  of  drizzling  ice-cold  fire 
Down  where  the  magic  signboards  throb  and  beat 
Brain-piercing  tropes  between  the  sleepless  hours ; 
Far  down  past  many  a  dark  and  tenantless 
Yet  numbered  eyrie  of  the  seething  day, 
Down  to  the  criss-cross  furrowing  gulfs  below. 
Let  the  sense  reel.  Trace  forth  each  ordered  stream 
Slow-trickling  as  the  molten  blast-iron  streams 
In  winking  coils  and  grids;  denote  far  past 
Each  darkling  borderland  of  hill  and  plain, 
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Each  river-foreland,  cape  and  swoln  marsh-fold. 
Strain  out  thine  eyes ;  nor  shalt  thou  so  discern 
One  finger's-breadth  of  yon  horizon's  round, 
But  nestling  there  in  some  mysterious  sleep 
As  of  a  live  thing  dreaming  open-orbed, 
Shalt  thou  surprise  an  outpost 
Of  its  impregnable  and  proud  domain. 

Smooth  runs  the  river,  silently  as  death 

Save  for  brief  sighs  and  little  chuckling  sounds 

Heard  round  the  feet  of  cliffs  precipitous 

As  ring  the  mile-deep  gorges  of  the  moon. 

Watch  its  long  roll!  —  each  oil-green  swale  and  fold 

Barred  with  its  pitch-black  shadows  and  filmed  o'er 

With  heaving  slants  of  silver  and  bright  steel, 

Shot  with  the  images  of  gold  and  blue 

And  frost-pale  wharf-lights,  mouthing  as  they  die 

And  wake,  and  pass,  reviving  and  reborn ; 

Dying  a  thousand  deaths  in  each  night-hour, 

Living  a  thousand  lives  'twixt  eve  and  morn. 

Know  the  dank  breath  above  its  charnel  smells, 

When   the    black    mud    stirs   from    its   slumbering 

deeps ; 

Gaze  yet  again,  —  from  some  forgotten  coign 
Among  forgot  gray  dormers ;  note  the  long 
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Ranged  among  thrusting  piers  and  walled  lagoons 
Like  steeds  at  stall  more  vast  than  gods  might  ride; 
Through  the  blue  beadwork  of  the  tingling  arcs, 
The  cross-boats,  each  a  black  sea-tortoise  huge, 
Made  mad  with  fire,  set  back  and  forthward  glide 

'  O 

And  find  no  rest  between  opposing  shores. 
Betimes  a  long-curved  pleasure-boat,  more  white 
Than  the  pure  marble  of  an  emperor's  fane, 
Rowed  with  long  windows  like  the  photophores 
Of  some  authentic  siren  of  deep  seas, 
May  ride  with  panting  brass  and  full-voiced  song 
And  drum-throbs  deeper  than  all  engines'  beat 

All  roads  bear  down  to  it.     One  August  night 
When  the  heat  hung  like  water  seen  through  glass 
Round  the  gray  bulks  of  room -towers  mountain  - 

tall, 

I,  weary  of  much  loneliness,  and  worn 
With  forcing  labor  upon  fruitless  hours, 
Went  forth  in  search  of  air  and  cool.      I  turned 
From  street  to  street,  apast  each  haunted  square 
Thronged  with  its  sordid  ghosts;  past  the  stale  halls 
Where  justice  and  where  faith,  invoked  in  day, 
Slept  with  the  coming  of  deceiveless  dark; 
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Beneath  the  soaring  trackways,  and  around 

Each  trigon  strung  with  even-pulsing  writ: 

Across  each  breathless  wind-box  floor,  unstirred 

By  any  murmur  of  a  lifting  breeze, 

Although  long  trails  of  steam,  against  the  skies 

Blew  steadfast  half  a  thousand  feet  above. 

I  left  the  dazzling  tangles  of  that  nave 

Whereon    the    life  -  spokes    turned,  —  where   faces 

thronged 

More  strange  than  some  pale  flowerage  of  the  moon 
Massed  and  set  forth  to  please  the  senseless  gods ; 
Left  the  arcaded  shops,  the  hostels  keen, 
The  yellow-lit  smooth-borne  eledlric  trams ; 
The  motor-chariots,  that  from  the  roofs 
Beheld,  were  naught  save  crawling  scarabs,  here 
Swift  whirligigs  on  whirling  water-streams : 
And  sped  away,  as  human  foot  might  speed, 
Into  the  crossways'  gloom. 

The  way  led  past  abodes  more  huge  and  strange 
Than  inland  eye,  than  inland  foot  might  know ; 
Past  soaring  steeps  and  giddy  chines  where  men 
Upreared,  more  mighty  than  the  temples  tall 
That  starred  an  elder  world,  the  homes  of  men 
An  elder  world  had  slain  as  beasts  unclean ; 
—  Past  phalansteries  crazed  with  useless  life, 
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Already  where,  within  the  feverous  air, 
Faint  with  past  summer  and  drugged  sick  to  death 
With  life's  effluviums,  the  lights  were  dead ; 
Save  where  a  portal-globe  thicked  round  with  moths, 
Save  where  a  lemon  window  shone,  in  token 
Of  riot,  long  thought,  pain,  the  fear  of  dark, 
Perhaps  indifference  most.     Then  did  I  steer 
Thence  through  a  mile-long  still  domain  where  pale 
The  mighty  rows  of  looming  mansions  ran. 
The  level  asphalt,  like  an  oarless  stream 
Fast-frozen,  flowed  away ;  on  each  side  burned 
The  serried  steel-blue  lamps,  each  spitting  glare 
Doubled  within  the  darkened  doorways'  glaze ; 
Beyond  straight  curbs  and  narrow  garden-plots 
Unrolled  another  line 

Of  mansions  that  stood  windowless  and  strange 
By  sheaves  of  lath  and  limepools  dyked  in  sand. 
Across  an  unbuilt  pleasance  I  discerned 
Fresh  cliffs  and  crags,  each  front  an  unread  page 
New-born  of  the  illuminator's  hand. 
There  was  a  warehouse  tracl,  with  outland  smells 
Of  turpentine  and  cane,  where  smooth  red  walls 
Arose,  blind-shuttered  with  black  iron ;  and  thenre 
The  way,  though  brief,  led  over  night-deserted 
Yards  where  the  merchant-trains  awaited  morn. 
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Lastly  I  came  unto  a  river's  edge 

At  an  old  boat-wharf,  nigh  past  usage  now, 

Whence  one  lone  quaking  craft  by  day  and  night 

Bore  off  unto  a  distant  water-park, 

Such  of  the  city's  folk  as  lived  most  near. 

For  all  the  heat,  the  river's  promised  cool, 

I  saw  but  few  bend  thitherward ;  and  I, 

Having  no  bent  beyond  the  hour's,  found  place 

Among  them. 

Scarcely  had  the  boat 
Moved  off,  than  I  was  suddenly  aware 
Of  change  around.     I  thought  at  first  the  air, 
That  for  a  week  had  crept  in  sluggish  haze 
In  from  the  Southern  marshes,  had  been  turned 
Before  some  pure  and  soul-reviving  throe 
Born  of  the  Northwind  and  the  shifting  glass ; 
But  as  I  watched,  the  lentid  South  still  bore 
The  steam-clots  weakly  from  each  stack  and  vent, 
The  stars  were  not  yet  clear;  the  river's  breath 
Was  thick  with  poisons  never  Northwind  knew. 
So  far  as  I  could  note,  none  gave  reply 
To  any  change  such  as  I  momently 
Felt  settling  round.     There  were  the  usual 
Tired  city  drudges,  each  with  some  strange  tale 
Unlike  one  other  in  the  genused  world, 
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Had  each  the  tongue,  had  one  the  irkless  ear. 
Round  to  the  strumming  of  a  broken  harp, 
And  a  sick  viol  with  August-feebled  strings, 
The  younger  danced ;  the  elder  watched  the  stream, 
The  mystic  lamps,  the  ghostly  forefoot-shapes 
That  swam  away,  like  undines  terrified, 
Beneath  our  bows,  with  backward-streaming  hair, 
With  voices  like  swift  snakes  at  summer's-end. 
At  that,  it  seemed  the  air  grew  sudden-clear ; 
As  one  who  lies  and  struggles  with  a  dream, 
Knowing  it  but  a  dream  yet  clearly  bound, 
I  felt  the  world  take  on  strange  forms  and  hues, 
As  if  the  atmosphere,  —  or  I,  —  had  been 
Transported  out  of  planetary  night 
Into  a  world  conterminous  with  this, 
But  separate  in  that  all  things  bearing  form, 
Might  pass  through  one  another's  semblances, 
Unseeing  and  unseen.     A  moment  sped, 
And  I  was  back  in  my  familiar  city, 
Borne  on  the  bosom  of  a  stream  world-known ; 
Before  me  ranged,  in  panorama  sheer, 
The  bulks  and  phasms  whose  every  name  I  knew; 
Whose  every  jut,  whose  every  turn  and  fold 
Could  I  rehearse,  as  some  anatomist 
Could  in  like  fashion,  each  hid  vein  and  nerve. 
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I  drank  the  night; 

I  silent  watched  my  basking  city  pass, 
A  crowned  recumbent  queen  with  many  heads 
Crowned  each  with  its  own  sign  for  diadem; 
A  coffer,  a  strong  torch ;  a  new-veiled  bride 
In  frozen  effigy  with  orange-blooms, 
A  sceptre  and  a  white-hot  flaming  sword. 
Such  things,  in  symbol,  bore  supinely  she, 
Throned  mistress  of  all  cities  men  have  raised 
In  lands  that  yearn  back  Eastwards,  gazing  West; 
A  form  whose  veins  ran  agony  and  fire, 
Not  blood,  nor  any  ichor  of  dim  gods ; 
Inhuman  and  yet  human,  by  the  sums, 
—  Kwan-yin  of  malisons  and  mercies  cold,  — 
At  her  account  in  many  a  memoried  fall ; 
Inhuman  yet  most  human,  by  the  war 
'Twixt  shape  and  mind,  that  human  souls  alone 
'Mid  men  and  beasts,  by  any  sense  might  know: 
Thus  rolled  and  rang,  in  brazen  light  like  sound, 
My  city,  not  of  dreams  nor  of  desires, 
But  wisdom,  circumscribing  dreams  of  men 
Past  hope  of  dreams,  desiring  no  desire ; 
The  Midgard-snake  of  this  my  strangling  world, 
Whose  last  indifferent  yet  unsparing  coil 
No  anguished  soul  might  hope  to  scale,  once  fast: 
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— A  swinging  scene  within  a  giants'  play, 
A  spangled  cloud  above  some  conflagration, 
It  glided,  and  not  we,  within  the  gloom. 
Before,  lay  darkness  and  the  truer  night. 

Downstream  we  swung,  between  the  lated  craft 
Like  masquers  in  some  stately  pantomime 
Of  dance  and  Moor-play  ;  boats  that  intercrossed, 
Withheld,  went  forward,  hung,  with  clear  salutes ; 
Past  monstrous  yet  familiar  day-domains 
Transmuted  by  the  night  to  fabulous 
Abodes  and  gardens  where  all-tenantless 
The  spoken  sound  of  their  remembered  names 
Might  wake  no  echo  of  the  beating  noon ; 
Past  sealed  wide  merchant-piers,  with  each  its  light 
A  pulsing  core  within  an  iris  ring ; 
Past  breathing-spots  left  open  to  the  curbs 
Of  roofless  wharves,  acrawl  with  shapes  that  clung 
Like  flies  perverted  to  the  love  of  night, 
Shunning  the  noon's-glare  for  the  gelid  glow 
Of  some  unnatural  day  reigned  over  by 
No  coursing  sun,  by  no  usurping  moon ; 
But  by  a  million  more  ferocious  moons 
That  ever  planeteer  beheld,  till  awe 
Froze  down  conjecture,  madness  supervened. 
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Thick  swelled  the  river-forms  around  us,  thick 
As  gryphon-forms  in  some  enchanted  grove, 
As  dolphins  might  in  midsea  jouisance. 
Among  the  panting  tugs,  not  all  forborne 
That  day  was  at  its  end  and  rest-hours  nigh, 
Spun  cracking  motor-boats,  that  near  us,  rang 
Three  gurgling  notes  from  out  a  friendly  horn ; 
There  were  dumb  scows,  half-sunk,  whose  dredgings 

oozed ; 

Flat  angler-mouths  from  distant  ferries;  long, 
Nay,  league-long  queues  of  barge-boats,  under  tow 
Of  some  sea-breasting  water-Clydesdale  crude  ; 
We  stole  past  cargo-ships  at  anchor,  still 
And  huge  upon  the  lapless  waters ;  past 
Gray  truckboat  phantoms  with  loose  windless  sails 
Yet  plunging  bows,  with  decks  piled  neatly  round 
With  melons  where  the  viking  shields  of  old 
Sustained  a  fighting  bulwarks ;  and  once  past 
A  glooming  battleship,  from  whose  dark  towers 
Of  iron-wrought  basketry,  athwart  the  stream, 
And  like  a  pair  of  clock-hands  o'er  the  sky's 
Faint  -  powdered    field,    strayed    shimmering   cones 

of  blue 

Slender  as  arrows  and  more  swift  and  sharp. 
Behind  it  rose  against  the  zodiac 
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A  demon-shade,  Hell-dark  and  mountain-vast, 
Another  seeming  ship,  that  gods  might  guide, 
Nay,  Titan-fiends  on  some  terrific  sea 
In  strugglings  of  no  nations,  but  of  worlds 
Self-sick,  and  craving  other  suns  and  skies ; 
Five-stacked,  it  rose  upon  the  marshes  bare, 
Seeming  to  move  as  we  moved,  yet  more  slow ; 
Erelong  it  passed,  as  other  objects  passed. 
Thence  was  the  open  water,  where  was  naught 
Saving  the  stars  above,  the  shore-lights  vague, 
In  front,  the  bay's  obsidian  black  sheen. 

Exhilarant  rose  the  night-wind ;  through  the  world 
There  stole  again  that  sense  of  change ;  the  skies 
Broke  into  airy  pools  where  woke  again 
The  slumbering  constellations,  bright  and  clear ; 
The  waters  flushed  and  paled  within  the  dark 
With  moon-metallic  hues,  though  but  the  stars 
Yet  shone  above  the  few  faint  water-lights ; 
The  boat  became  a  magic  ship  of  pearl, 
With  seams  of  blue  and  scrollworks  of  wrought  gold 
And  milkwhite  marble  decks,  and  ivory  staffs 
Wherefrom  there  blew  long  silken  oriflammes 
And  banners,  not  of  any  living  lands, 
But  of  such  teeming  isles  and  continents 
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As  but  the  gods  might  people ;  as  I  heard, 
The  common  music  of  the  streets 
Beat  forth  with  fresh  desire;  each  creaking  note 
Rounded  into  a  pulsing  tone  shot  through 
With  dim  delirious  echo-clangs;  the  pale 
And  sweating  faces  of  the  dancers  froze 
With  ecstasy  more  sharp  than  deadly  pain, 
In  moveless  masks,  with  eyes  that  waxed  and  stared 
—  Rhythmed  like  faces  in  some  stone  relief 
Beside  the  Nile  on  shimmering  moonwhite  sands. 
As  the  wild  music,  now  awake,  bore  on, 
All  objects  woke  with  life  their  separate  own, 
Suffused  and  trembling  as  if  called  from  sleep 
Age-long  beneath  some  sky  dead  planets  ruled; 
The  straining  boat,  once  more  transformed,  became 
No  longer  now  a  senseless  concord,  wrought 
By  senseless  force  on  crass  and  senseless  gear, 
But  a  white  Geryon,  breasting  seas  of  air 
'With  world-responsive  heart  and  fearless  will; 
The  channel-marks  grew  vast  marine-flowers  barred 
With  misty  bands  and  crowned  with  stamens  blue, 
Lit  with  the  glow-worm  fire  of  deeps  below, 
Yet  yearning  forth  as  if  to  reach  the  stars 
Transuding  other  light,  and  therewith  life 
Tenfold  as  rapt  and  strange, 
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To  breathe  not  air,  but  ethers  of  a  dream. 

Forth  from  the  night  another  city  rose, 
A  skeleton  limned  out  in  quivering  fire 
Of  towers  and  stark  pavilions ;  kiosks  and  halls 
And  snowy  temples  and  strange  palaces 
Reflected  in  the  water's  foreground  clean ; 
As  we  drew  nigh  the  silver  landing-pier, 
Strung  too  with  lights  like  hovering  golden  bees, 
A  veritable  world  of  lights  and  stars 
Projected  out  of  inexistent  Night 
Swung  forth  to  meet  us ;  there  were  fire-drakes  blue 
And  sputtering  cressets,  radiant  silken  burrs ; 
Globed  oranges  in  some  enchanted  grove, 
Ribbed  forms  of  some  black-ciphered  diaphane 
At  Bon-Odori  rites  by  misty  seas; 
Dead  faces  memory-rid  for  some  brief  hour, 
Bearing  the  spicery  of  forgotten  tombs, 
Gray  with  the  flickering  phosphor  of  joint  years ; 
Far-flashing  gems  in  burning  chains  and  rows, 
Of  amber,  sun-citrine  and  topaz  clear, 
Blue  beryl,  sapphire  blown  in  shimmering  dust 
That  rolled  in  fog-form  other  lights  between ; 
Almandites,  red-blood  rubies;  hyacinths 
And  smouldering  opals  moiling  cloud  and  fire ; 
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Miracle-lights  unfed  beside  the  shrines 
Of  many  a  meagre  saint  in  stories  old ; 
Eyes  of  ghost-foxes ;  corposants  that  hung 
On  spars  above  doomed  ships ;  life-torches  wild, 
Nay,  then,  fierce  bursting  bombs, 
Star-lights  that  lingered  over  battlefields 
And  new-relinquished  cities  where  the  dead 
Alone  kept  watch  within  the  ruined  streets ; 
Mine-lamps  that  sucked  in  vain  some  deadly  gas, 
White  meteors  whirled  in  some  wild  syzygy, 
Like  beasts  at  combat  circling  round  and  round. 
These  were  strung  over  and  about 
Such  mustered  fabrications  of  an  hour 
As  day  might  scorn,  but  Night  resolve  and  fuse 
By  some  dim  sorcery,  into  substance  true ; 
Translucent  Skyros  marbles  with  a  vein 
More  purple  than  an  amethyst  might  bear, 
Black  ebony  in  frameworks  tall ;  bright  gold 
On  cornice  and  pilaster  and  worked  frieze. 
Temple  and  land  alike  were  artifice 
If  waking  sense  would  know;  here  sought  a  dream 
The  living  figures  thronged  and  thralled  in  light 
More  subtle  than  a  human  day  might  find; 
There  were  the  semblances  of  donjon-towers, 
Of  minaretted  mosques  and  minsters  tall ; 
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Martcllos,  and  rotundas  whence  arose 
Barbaric  sounds  of  drums  and  tambours :  rude 
Blue-caverned  icebergs  and  tormented  hills 
Through  which  Vesuvian  serpent-railways  roared, 
Sped  on  with  laughter,  and  with  shrieks  and  song. 
Here  clustered  cloudlikc  domes  beneath  a  glow 
Pale  as  the  moon's  itself  on  tropic  shores, 
Brief-lived  as  mushrooms,and  more  white  and  pure. 
There  was  a  great  wheel  like  a  halo  torn 
With  all  its  goldsmiths'  wonderwork,  from  some 
Depictured  head  of  that  glad  Florentine 
Who  saw,  less  flesh  than  spirit  nursed  within, 
Than  glory  shining  roundabout. 
I  had  a  sense  of  some  unearthly  cold, 
Sped  airwise  out  of  some  clear  Polar  night 
Whereon  the  moon  shone  over  solid  seas 
And  double-lit,  —  by  some  auroral  stream 
Divided  overhead,  far  down  the  skies ; 
And  ere  I  strode  the  pier's  length  I  had  passed 
Out  of  the  air  into  an  ether  strange 
Wherein  all  things  exhorting  sight  and  sound, 
Nay,  any  sense  to  mark,  again  grew  clear, 
Passing  the  common  mean 
As  if  a  mist  had  gone,  sdme  film  removed; 
I  noted  all  as  in  a  glass  reversed 
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In  children's  play,  as  marvellously  bright, 
With  every  moving  image  diamond-clear, 
Yet  natural  in  proportion.     Thus  I  heard 
Each  separate  sound,  as  some  ventriloquist 
Of  more  than  human  art,  might  semblably 
Bring  it  to  sound  from  out  another  world. 
There  was  a  band-pavilion  whence  I  heard 
The  trumpets  of  tAida^  then  —  of  all 
Strains  heard  and  captured  by  a  human  ear, 
The  most  unearthly  strange,  most  sad  and  sweet : 
Still  ist  die  Nacht — I  heard  — ;  ruhen  die  Gassen 
I  heard  unto  the  end  —  du  Doppelgdngcr — 
And  as  one  plunging  to  a  fiery  ocean 
Swarming  with  life,  wherefrom  all  life  was  born, 
I  plunged  into  the  circling  multitude. 

I  made  the  round  of  booths  and  fantasies ; 
Threw  baseballs  at  a  grinning  head,  shied  rings 
At  walking-sticks,  and  had  a  fortune  told 
By  tents  that  knew  less  K^alo  Jib  than  I, 
Predicting  none  the  the  less  ere  night  was  done, 
Adventures  amorous  and  otherwise, 
And  —  singularly  this  —  refusing  coin 
For  that  a  Gorgio  spoke  the  ancient  tongue. 

I  was  drawn  high  beyond  pale  roofs  and  towers 
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And  spun  through  space  on  rattling  carioles 

Back  to  the  ground ;  I  watched  Hawaiians  dance, 

And  then  beneath  a  spectral  fountain  saw 

Yet  more  fantastic  dancers  rise  and  pass. 

The  water  swelled  into  a  bubble-film 

Born,  as  it  seemed,  of  some  incredible 

And  causeless  rainbow  of  aerial  night; 

Still  moving  in  that  crystalline  clear  dream, 

I  heard  and  watched  the  steady  waters  pour, 

Stabbed  through  and  through  with  ever-changing 

bars 

And  rays  of  blue  and  gold  diffusing  lights 
Like  those  of  alien  suns  through  earthly  showers ; 
I  heard  the  band,  nay,  named  its  music,  knew 
With  full  perceptive  sense,  the  fresh  cold  smell 
Shed  by  the  fountain-sprays,  the  limpid  globe 
So  subtly  spun,  wherein  the  dancers  turned; 
All  was  as  true  as  in  one  singled  hour 
Of  many  hours;  and  yet 

There  was  another  dancing  place  hard  by, 
Set  in  a  grove  where  whoso  would  might  join ; 
This  was  a  vast  pavilion  bordered  round 
With  just  a  sand-floored  pinewood.     I,  with  wil' 
Thrice  active  in  the  heart-reviving  cool, 
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Turned  into  it  and  watched  the  couples  wheel, 
Half  ready  too  if  I  might  find  companions. 
I  found  a  table  nigh  the  dancing  floor, 
And  sat  awhile,  with  filled  untasted  glass 
Glowing  like  some  pale  gem  beside  my  hand ; 
Fearing  to  drink  lest  I  might  mitigate 
The  power  of  what  might  prove  an  unknown  spell, 
Or  at  the  least,  an  hour's  illusions  deigned 
The  clearsight  of  my  world  illusionless. 
The  time  was  brief  till  two  young  women  sought, 
With  much  apology,  then  laughter  crude, 
Two  seats  beside  my  table.     One  would  know 
The  hour  of  night ;  thereafter  speech  was  free. 
With  drink  and  food,  with  dance  and  merriment 
A  blithe  hour  passed,  the  blither  when  a  youth, 
Who,  like  myself,  had  sought  the  place  alone, 
Joined  the  unequal  party,  and  laid  claim 
In  youth's  own  wise,  to  settle  half  the  bills. 
Loud  flew  the  laughter,  broadcast  sped  carouse ; 
The  dancing  faces  turned  with  wonderment 
Half  envy  as  each  pair  worked  shuffling  past; 
For  ours  of  all  the  tables  roistering  there 
Clamored  the  worst.     Yet  ere  so  long  I  grew 
Well  tired  of  it,  nor  could  I  now  dispel 
That  fresh-returning  sense  of  other  worlds, 
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Of  other  airs,  of  inbornc  presences, 
Diffused  through  all  I  felt,  through  each  thing  seen. 
There  was  a  pause  between  the  dances  then, 
With  a  strange  silence  as  the  music  ceased ; 
I  thought  the  voices,  as  in  fear  and  awe, 
Fell  with  a  hush  that  none  found  reason  for, 
Yet  none  dared  shatter  with  a  careless  word ; 
The  footfalls  of  retreating  dancers  grew 
More  faint  than  footfalls  in  a  house  of  death ; 
Sheer  through  the  roofed  pavilion,  as  through  some 
Cathedral  flooded  with  supernal  day 
Within  the  midst  of  darkling  forests  old, 
I  heard  the  soughing  of  an  outward  wind 
Among  the  fringing  pines ;   I  caught  the  smell 
Of  incensed  airs  blown  rushing  over  miles 
Of  treadless  lands  anear  the  incensed  sea, 
I  heard  from  off"  the  river's  unseen  floors 
The  river-boat's  own  siren,  borne  away 
On  fluctuant  waves  of  air,  as  on  some  gust 
Shaking  the  earth  as  it  sped  whirling  o'er; 
Yet  when  with  heart  that  like  some  engine  beat 
I  from  the  table  half  arose,  I  saw 
The  banners  of  the  place  hang  lazily, 
The  swinging-lamps  appear  stalactite-still. 
No  object  moved  except  the  human  forms 
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That  came  and  went,  in  cold  irradiance 
Like  silver  ghosts  in  luminous  vague  dreams. 

Within  the  heavier  current,  winding  slow 

Back  to  the  signalling  wharf  and  home-street  kens, 

Pale,  and  oblivious  of  the  glances  thrown 

Like  proffers  visible  from  hungered  eyes, — 

There  came  the  figure  of  a  girl,  that  walked 

Slowly  amid  the  even  mists  of  light 

Transparent,  cold  and  soundless  as  the  space 

'Twixt  planets  crowded  round  by  cluster-moons ; 

—  Beautiful  as  a  spirit  from  the  dead, 

Unconscious  and  alone,  yet  curiously 

Live  with  auroral  life  no  other  bore ; 

I  woke  to  feel  her  slow  adjacence  bring 

Awe  that  was  almost  fear,  as  she  advanced 

Aisled  by  the  other  forms  that  pierward  stole ; 

All  habited  in  black,  she  might  have  been 

In  verity  some  creature  of  a  world 

Entered  alone  by  soundless  gates  of  death, 

Not  known  except  in  such  imaginings, 

Transcending  nights  of  dream,  as  few  might  find ; 

I,  painter  not  of  life  but  life's  abodes, 

Of  ravaged  fields  by  struggling  lairs  of  men, 

Felt  wild  futility  clash  hope  more  wild, 
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And  hope  determination,  while  with  heart 

That  knocked  like  stone  beneath  some   hammer's 

round, 

I  stood  there,  breathless  and  distraught; 
Perceiving,  as  in  some  sufflation  rare 
I  drank  her  beauty  like  a  glittering  wine, 
That  I  must  sue  both  body  and  clear  soul, 
Possess  them  both,  or  I  must,  failing,  meet 
Such  death  as  must  ensure  such  deeps  of  Hell 
As  pain  too  strong  for  one  remembrance  ruled. 

There  was  a  moment  like  a  boiling  rage, 
The  drink  relapsed,  and  then  the  world  was  clear. 
I  noted  all,  and  with  an  instant  eye ; 
The  pallor  strange,  the  firm  and  moveless  lips, 
The  upcurved  brows,  like  half-expanded  wings 
Of  some  low-hovering  bird,  above  the  eyes 
In  seeming  fixed,  yet  rapt  with  smouldering 
Internal  fires,  like  stones  of  Griqualand ; 
I  marked,  and  with  a  poignancy  that  stung 
Like  after-images  of  lightnings  keen, 
The  open  throat,  the  wrists'  white  linen  bands, 
The  great  black  hat  with  trailing  ostrich-plumes, 
The  less  removed,  I  thought,  for  coolness'  sake 
Than  to  keep  seen  the  towering  hair,  that  rose 
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In  fiery  coils  of  iridescent  gold 

No  panoply  of  combs  might  keep  secure ; 

Lending  unto  the  head  its  spirit-poise, 

That  must  turn  slowly  and  with  level  gaze, 

Lest  all  its  toppling  burden  slide,  uncoil, 

And  men  be  sirenized  with  its  gold  streams. 

On  came  the  figure,  tranquil  as  a  ghost, 

Nay,  like  a  white  stone  wonder  carved  and  wrought 

After  a  phase  of  some  conception  blent 

Of  things  lifelong  desired  and  yet  not  seen ; 

Dowered  by  some  binding  miracle  with  will 

And  therewith  life  and  movement;  bearing  so 

Hid  yet  revealed  as  any  lantern's  flush, 

A  living  yet  a  somehow  nascent  soul 

Awake  and  calm,  yet  waiting  some  fell  charm 

To  bid  it  hear  and  rise,  yield  forth  reply, 

Warming  to  its  appointed  soul,  as  stars 

Fuse  in  the  night,  and  burn  with  age-long  flame. 

Five  lifetimes  in  a  moment  lived  I  there ; 

I  watched  her  thus  draw  near,  arrive  and  pass ; 

One  glance  revealed  what  gazing  years  might  fail 

Unfolding  as  the  sight  and  wisdom  grew; 

An  instant  summed  what  life  might  not  dissolve 

Though  life  glowed  on  'mid  circling  centuries ; 
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A  door  yawned  clear  that  I  must  swiftly  win, 

Swift  if  at  all,  ere  fast  it  shut  behind, 

Never  to  open  more. 

Seen  but  unseeing  in  that  icy  glare, 

Thralled  by   the  spell   more  old   than  men   might 

name, 

The  power  no  man  might  measure,  must  I  go ; 
I  left  my  new-discovered  friends,  and  followed. 
For  all  I  clung  'twixt  words  of  life  or  death, 
Shaken  as  by  some  wind  between  dread  worlds, 
It  was  ordained  that  I  might  speak  with  ease ; 
Noting  the  girl's  direction,  I  made  haste 
Across  a  shorter  way,  and  fronted  her 
Where  the  walks  widened  to  a  meeting-space 
Set  round  with  glittering  booths  and  theatres 
In  floods  of  light  and  sound 
Where  clung  a  thousand  globes, 
Where  joined  the  golden  trumpets  of  the  band. 

A  gesture,  and  the  black  plumes,  lifted  free, 
Were  seen  but  little  worse  where  one  had  lapsed, 
Because  of  its  great  length,  a  time  or  two, 
Into  the  dust.      I  first  had  seen  it  there, 
Back  at  the  dance-pavilion  she  had  left, 
But  had  been  diffident  to  speak  of  it. 
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My  word  was  taken  as  another  man's, 

Perhaps  but  one  of  many  men's ;  but  I, 

Invoking  then  the  laws  of  time  and  place, 

The  iron  laws  at  work  behind,  resumed : 

I  had  been  wondering  if  I  might  beg, 

(Another  boat  being  left  if  this  had  gone), 

A  dance  or  two,  back  at  the  dancing-grove. 

With  first  full-meeting  eyes,  she  with  a  voice 

Most  like  a  flute's  low  tones,  agreed, 

Not  to  the  dance,  but  just  that  we  might  walk 

Among  the  lights,  and  hear  the  music.    Soon 

We  found  two  seats  upon  a  balcony, 

That  Venice   might   have  wrought  in    pride,   that 

hung 

Out  o'er  the  waveless  river-shores.     We  spoke 
Of  common  things ;  the  passing  of  the  hour, 
Bands  we  had  heard,  and  places  we  had  seen. 
And  then,  ere  half-aware  of  it,  I  found 
I  had  begun  to  speak  of  things  untold : 
Of  who  I  was  and  whence,  and  what  my  dream 
Had  been;  —  that  I  might  seize 
Forth  from  the  hours  and  images  of  Time 
An  instant  here,  an  image,  that  might  hold, 
Fast-fixed  by  art's  own  power,  where  memory  died, 
Where    men   were    changed,   then    first    perceiving 
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Change, 

Desired  again  to  see  what  things  had  been. 
I  dared  not  look,  for  fear  to  break  some  charm 
The  hour  might  weave, but  yet  which  might  not  be; 
Indifference  I  feared,  to  what  I  told, 
How  there  were  hours,  it  seemed,  the  brush  would 

send 

Not  pigments  forth,  but  rays  of  light  and  life ; 
Yet  momently  I  felt  the  nearness  grow 
Of  the  immortal  eyes,  I  caught  the  waft, 
Not  scent  but  spirit,  of  the  magic  hair 
That  like  some  shrine  of  gold  oblivion  loomed, — 
That  pilgrims  might,  like  pilgrims  in  my  own 
Thick  streets  before  some  tower,  stand  marvelling. 
What  need  of  speech  —  the  spell  of  Youth  was  on  ; 
I  felt  its  numb  yet  tingling  currents  flow 
Invisibly,  like  crossed  electric  streams, 
I  felt  the  breath  a  goddess  might  have  breathed 
In  summer-winds  o'er  some  replying  land, 
Stirring  its  sleep  with  some  enchantment  rare, 
Diffused,  not  confluent  in  still  atmospheres. 

But  there  were  other  couples  found  our  place, 
And  we  returned  among  the  moving  crowd, 
Fast  thinning  as  the  muting  midnight  neared ; 
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And  so  we  passed  unto  the  boardwalk's  end 
Beside  the  river's  reeded  marge ;  we  heard 
Remote  and  far,  the  boat's  retreating  moan ; 

tK< 

Then,  where Jtast  lamp  hissed  and  swung 
We  took  the  river-sand,  that  made  no  sound 
Beneath  our  feet.     The  pallid  shore  led  on, 
Beneath  the  moon,  now  risen,  as  white  as  snow; 
Alone,  we  twain,  between  the  sky  and  earth, 
We  seemed  to  near  some  low  horizon's  verge 
Constantly,  like  that  strange  horizon  seen 
By  walking  children  in  a  prism's  curb 
Torn  from  an  ancient  candle's  garnishment; 
Yet  circumscribed  our  world,  all  Time  had  been 
Laboring  at  clouds  and  spheres  that  this  might  be. 

I  thought 

How  in  the  timeless  chain  of  Being,  that  I  had  seen 
Obscure  and  purposeless,  by  some  rapt  law 
Refuting  reason's  power  in  one  sublime 
Age-old  concurrency  of  undevised 
Yet  Fate-ruled  miracles  of  death  and  life, 
A  myriad  lives  had  passed  that  hers  might  bloom ; 
Nay,  more  than  this ;  by  selfsame  statute  born, 
A  myriad  suns  had  burned,  a  myriad  worlds 
Known  aspiration,  agonized  and  passed; 
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A  myriad  moons  had  shone  that  we  might  know 
A  deathless  hour  in  Death's  undying  reign. 

On  rose  the  moon;  the  marsh-lanes  onward  gleamed; 

Beneath  our  feet  arose  the  mystic  smells 

Of  calamus;  I  heard  the  bull-frogs'  call 

Far  off  and  faint,  among  the  whispering  reeds, 

I  saw  within  the  moon-mist,  crimson-deep, 

Tall  tiger-lilies  'mid  the  giant  grass, 

And  spectral  nightshades ;  flag-leaves  dank  and  cool, 

Exhaling,  as  it  seemed,  some  luminous 

And  many-tinted  haze  into  the  air; 

Speech    died,  and    hand   sought   hand,   and  breast 

sought  breast, 

Then  as  some  in  vertiginous  tranced  air, 
I  knew  the  forces  of  the  universe 
Centre  and  merge  in  our  onrushing  souls, 
Bearing  the  twain,  once  known,  into  a  realm 
Where  flowers  immortal  starred  the  ecstasied 
Wide  fields,  where  in  a  glow  not  born 
Of  senseless  sun,  of  dead  reflecting  moon, 
But  of  some  life  mysterious  and  and  sad 
Passing  all  sweetness,  yet  more  sweet  than  sad, 
Melting  together  there  we  turned  and  clung; 
I  saw  the  eyes  glow  and  the  face,  that  paled, 
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Yearn  upward  like  a  moon-beseeching  flower; 
I  felt  the  lips  part,  close  and  quiver;  then, 
Then,  as  our  bodies  blended,  and  the  life, 
Loosed  like  the  spirit  of  all  being,  sped 
Exchanged  between  in  one  mirific  flow, 
The  earth  ceased,  and  the  moon  and  ashen  stars 
Around  us,  and  a  black  oblivion  roared 
Death  in  our  ears,  unutterably  sweet, 
Blindness  upon  our  eyes,  and  on  our  lips 
Naught  but  a  clinging  taste,  no  speech  nor  sound 
Save  as  the  breath  went  out,  and  all  was  done. 

Death  was  it,  slumber,  swoon  ?     I  do  not  know ; 

This  much  I  now  remember; 

Like  one  aroused  from  Death's  one  perfect  sleep, 

Secure  against  all  painful  dreams,  from  dreams 

More  pained  with  foregone  sweetness  waking  slew, 

I  woke  among  the  wet  gray  mists  of  morn. 

I  was  alone ;  all  round  me  spread  the  marsh, 

That  as  I  rose,  let  forth  a  yellowish 

And  stale  effluvium  like  a  fog  of  gold 

Made  sharp  with  breaths  of  sulphur-pits,  yet  foul 

And  heavy  with  the  waters  of  the  night ; 

Behind  it  swung  the  sun.     I  half  arose, 

And  found  I  had  been  lying  in  the  sand 
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Within  a  roadway's  midst;   I  heard  the  creak 
Of  wagon-wheels  behind  a  patch  of  trees, 
The  driver's  voice ;   I  saw  the  river  gleam 
Like  blicking  lead  within  a  furnace-fume; 
I  noted  how 

My  body's  print  was  on  the  sand,  that  left 
Loose  clots  upon  the  garments  that  1  wore; 
Yet  when,  with  sudden  memory  that  rang 
One  agonizing  spear  through  brain  and  nerve, 
The  night  came  back,  and  clearly  what  had  been, 
There  stood  I  ;  and  the  creature  I  had  seen 
To  vivify,  not  one  man's  fleshless  dream, 
But  —  might  it  be  —  in  mine  of  all  men's  dreams, 
Had  gone  like  any  creature  of  an  hour, 
Like  any  casual  night-moth ;  —  staggering 
With  sleep,  with  damp,  with  half  a  hundred  things 
Of  wilder  import  than  conjecture  born, 
I  sought,  as  in  some  sordid  tragedy 
Sung  for  a  day  down  sordid  courts  and  rows, 
One  signal  of  the  truth  of  that  brief  clasp: 
I  might  as  well  have  sought  upon  clear  heavens 
Some  scar  the  lightning  left,  on  the  marsh-pools 
The  record  of  a  stone  sunk  yesterday. 
Seeking  to  trace  the  footprints  of  the  dark, 
I  found  a  many  footprints, 
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I  skirted  the  marsh  roadway  but  to  find 

Where  I  had  thought  it  led  to  backward  lands, 

It  joined  another  and  a  higher  road 

Back  to  the  daylit  park  and  lands  I  knew. 

I  none  the  less  made  certain  that  no  soul 

Had  trod  the  roadway's  sloping  rim,  and  found 

Footing  unto  the  green  marsh-waters'  realm. 

The  river-bank  was  mute,  the  boarded  way 

Past  midnight  palaces  now  painted  wood, 

Now  painted  canvas,  plaster,  scurfing  tin ; 

Abashed  like  brothel-women  seized  by  night, 

—  Brought  haggard-eyed  for  judgments  of  the  day, 

Yet  somehow  thrilled  with  morning  and  the  sun, 

Still  redolent,  beneath  each  crimson  smear, 

Of  untouched  forests  pure,  and  smokeless  skies. 

Hardly  a  soul  was  there  at  that  first  hour 
Of  toiling  hours ;  a  sleeper  here  and  there 
Snored  on  within  the  shelter  of  a  booth 
As  I  remade  the  circuits  of  the  night ; 
— The  deeper  fragrance  of  its  memory 
Rising  from  each  remembered  step,  from  each 
Undying  moment's  commonplace  abode. 
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Then  did  the  search  has  no  rest  nor  cease 

Through  death's  long  dark  as  life's  brief  day,  begin; 

The  mystery  suffusing  timeless  years 

As  thought  suffuses  life,  and  wisdom  pain. 

All  of  that  day,  and  all  that  changeling  night 

Swept  with  more  mournful  ghosts  than  I  had  known 

Ever  to  swarm  within  my  streets  and  squares, 

Did  I  make  search  and  question.     Toward  the  last 

I  found  a  waiter  at  the  balcony 

Who  had  remembered  us;  to  him  I  told 

Enough  to  ask  if  ever  he  had  seen 

Before,  my  night's  companion  in  the  park. 

No,  nor  had  others ;  and  the  word  went  round, 

Secret  among  the  people  of  the  place, 

I  had  been  robbed  there,  that  I  sought  by  night, 

Night  after  night,  as  I  returned  by  night, 

A  woman-thief,  a  Russian  princess  once, 

And  her  accomplices ;  I  let  it  stand. 

Not  all  the  days  were  barren ;  for  I  toiled, 
With  toil  new-glorified,  for  what  I  had  seen ; 
Remembering,  with  the  painter's  eye,  that  bears 
An  instant's  record  for  a  month,  a  year ; 
By  day  recording  what  the  nights  revealed, 
Not  of  themselves  alone,  but  in  the  glow 
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Of  that  immortal  hour  when  all  things  rose 

Out  of  their  obvious  natures,  and  I  saw 

Not  aspects  as  I  gazed,  but  essences 

Round  which  the  truer  images  of  things 

And  life's  conceits  of  these,  might  form;  — 

Out  of  the  sun's  realm  and  the  dusty  noon, 

When  whistles  jarred,  and  all  the  weary  streets 

Thicked  with  a  sound  of  broken  waves,  I  fled 

Moveless  into  an  inward  night  yet  free ; 

I  saw, 

I  heard, 

Somewhere  within,  with  senses  diamond-clear, 

The  river's  moving  floor,  the  boat's  low  throb, 

The  love-enchanted  palaces  that  loomed 

With  seething  points  of  fire ;  I  caught  the  swell 

And  fall  of  breathing  music,  felt  the  stir 

Transforming,  at  my  love's  oncoming  gleamed, 

All  thought  to  vaporous  fire, 

Emotion  to  some  lambence  in  the  soul : 

I  heard,  I  felt,  I  saw, 

With  purer  than  with  simple  waking  sense, 

Sending  not  eye  and  hand  alone,  but  ear 

And  pulse  and  steady  nerve 

In  one  united  and  vivific  stream 

Into  the  lifeless  instruments, 
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Coarse  brush  and  rigid  canvas  till  it  seemed 
My  world  awoke  again,  and  whoso  gazed, 
Not  with  old  habitude,  but  past  the  hues 
And  forms  a  little  I  had  planted  there, 
Must  —  even  as  myself — not  merely  see 
But  hear  the  night,  and  subtly  understand. 

I  thus  continued,  past  the  summer's  end ; 

Each  night  borne  back  unto  the  river-park, 

Else  wandering  like  a  shade  where  human  lives 

Through  bursting  city-aisles 

Blent  surging  and  resurging  in  the  glare 

That  grew  to  be  my  light  of  moon  and  stars ; 

That    not    once    failed,  —  so    thus    the    truth    had 

waxed,  — 

Confirming  each  day's  labor  as  it  shed 
Its  pure  and  cold  frost-vapor  creeping  round. 
Within  it,  —  as  in  truth  some  furtive  shade 
Might  well  have  sought,  in  earthless  pleasances 
Some  other  shade,  its  one  lone  counterpart 
Blown  likewise  lost  upon  the  glittering  leagues 
Of  Hell  unroofed  beneath  insensate  skies, 
I  sought  among  strange  forms  and  faces  strange, 
Some  cold  and  some  responsive,  some  so  like 
The  face  and  form  I  sought,  an  aching  pang 
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Burned  like  a  sword  within  me  as  I  neared ; 
Sought  on  and  sought,  with  eyes  forever  vain, 
My  love,  not  of  a  night,  — nor  of  a  year, — 
But  of  all  nights  and  years,  in  whose  desire 
All  hope  and  impulse  merged, 
Remembering  pain,  and  fluctuant  despair, 
And  hope  again,  that  fed  on  emptiness. 

I  think  nine-tenths  of  all  experience  lies 
In  memory.     For  though  in  truth  I  found 
No  tingling  trace  of  her,  —  whose  very  name 
I  did  not  know,  whose  haunt  was  of  an  hour, 
An  accident  of  time,  as  mine  had  been, 
Were  such  things  accident; 
Yet  the  swift  flame  that  so  had  leaped  and  burnt 
To  being  like  a  new  and  piercing  star, 
Flamed  and  vibrated  with  a  thousand  rays 
The  splendor  of  its  birth  had  not  not  made  clear ; 
Nor  might  it,  as  all  unexpected  stars, 
Lose  life  and  fade,  although  its  firstling  blaze 
Might  lapse  again  into  a  steadier  beam. 
An  hour  of  light,  eternities  of  light, 
Not  seen,  diffused ;  as  no  least  single  wave 
Set  circling  in  a  pool,  may  cease  to  be, 
Though  no  mind  measure,  no  device  record. 
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So  the  months  passed ;  an  hour  begetting  hours 

That  only  life  might  number,  death  make  vain, 

Death  justify,  as  Time's  award  might  be ; 

Night's  irised  images  evoked  again 

By  forces  that  I  found  no  title  for, 

Conveyed  by  ministries  I  might  not  rule, 

I  might  not  weigh,  for  all  my  skill  of  hand, 

Nor  hope  to  meet  save  only  to  adjure 

More  truth  and  yet  more  truth,  seized  and  made 

fast 

For  truth-exploring  souls  eventual ; 
— That  woke  upon  the  dead  flat  fabric  worlds 
And  airy  depths  of  night  no  foot  could  know, 
No  earthling  penetrate ; 
Yet  leading  stiH,  for  each  clear  pursuivant 
To  fresh  demesnes  unreached  by  Time  and  Change, 
More  moving,  hence  more  real  than  realness  lorn. 

There  came  another  hour  one  winter  night 
After  a  day  when  work  had  been  less  free 
Than  was  the  usual  tenor  of  its  hours ; 
Only  toward  nightfall,  when  I  felt  the  air 
That  flowed  in  free  through  ever-opened  panes, 
Grow  icy  cold  and  more  than  crystal-pure, 
Could  I  repel  the  sense  that  I  had  been 
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Wasting  a  whole  life's  labor,  and  for  naught; 

The  streets  were  filled  with  but  unseeing  eyes, 

With  alien  faces  of  an  alien  world; 

The  streets  were  filled  with  deaf  and  listless  cars, 

The  speech  I  heard  was  not  my  speech,  nor  might 

I  hope,  on  any  of  a  hundred  tongues, 

To  hear  it  thrice  between  the  dark  and  dawn ; 

What  soul  desired  my  memory,  or  would  know 

The  truth  of  what  I  had  found  within  my  dream, 

And,  wrought  to  coinage  of  a  living  gold, 

Proffered  in  payment  for  another  dream  ? 

So  thinking,  I  was  conscious  of  a  stir 

Within  the  high-walled  room,  as  if  the  wind 

Had  lifted  up  the  curtains,  and  made  clang 

Softly  some  fold  hung  thick  with  mirrored  shells 

Against  the  dragon-gong  that  murmured  near; 

Then  as  in  some  forgot  "dissolving-view" 

I  thought  the  room  an  instant  grayed,  went  out 

From  vision ;  but  instead  of  giving  place 

To  some  fantastic  landscape  I  was  nigh 

Ready  for  seeing  (so  strange  did  vision  seem), 

Returned  upon  itself,  intensely  bright, 

As  if  each  fitting  had  been  retransformed 

By  instant  magic,  to  a  counterpart 

In  glittering  gemstones  that  a  lapidist 
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Might  have  devised,  to  please  an  emperor's  hour, 

Into  a  Chinese  garden.      Then  I  knew, 

With  knowledge  certain,  that  I  must  arise, 

Return  unto  the  air,  lest  memory  grow 

Too  sharp  to  bide  endurance ;  for  it  rolled 

Back  to  my  mind  as  I  stood  listening  there, 

How,  on  that  first  of  river-nights,  the  same 

Unearthly  clearness  had  possessed 

All  that  the   senses   had   perceived,  the   mind   had 

known ; 

And  certain  now  the  night  could  bring  no  sleep 
Short  of  exhaustion,  I  made  ready  so 
That  I  might  walk  till  sleep  came.     I  put  on 
The  trappings  of  the  road,  and  so  set  forth 
Into  the  darker  streets.      I  stopped  for  food, 
Buying  enough  to  fill  a  haversack 
And  last  five  days,  if  need  be.     As  I  stole 
Then  rapidly  to  ferryward,  I  seemed, 
For  all  the  hour's  expanding  luminance, 
Prisoned  behind  gigantic  walls,  —  wherethrough 
There  crept  at  whiles  the  burden  of  a  song, 
Clear-filtering,  high,  so  superhuman-sweet, 
So  charged  with  passionate  pure  fire,  it  seemed 
As  though  the  singer's  heart  might  burst  with  love 
The  singer's  heart  must  break  with  eager  pain. 
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The  river-wind  still  rang  with  it ;  the  stars, 

— The  true  stars  now, —  whose  only  light  I  sought, 

Whose  only  light  might  I  endure,  burnt  high 

And  distant  ever,  yet  indifferent  less 

Than  heretofore,  in  that  I  might  have  thought 

The  open  night,  the  consciousness  of  earth 

But  a  dark  star  among  unnumbered  stars, 

Belittled  in  one  whirl  of  satellites 

Unseen  among  the  maze  of  whirling  suns, 

Should  calmly  have  dissolved  all  such  desire 

As  mine  had  been,  with  each  keen  ache  and  pang, 

Into  thralled  wonder  at  the  universe; 

While  in  the  stead  of  this,  each  candent  spark, 

Affirming  with  its  rhythms  of  death  and  life, 

Its  spoken  round  of  Time's  blind  laws  of  change, 

As  if  in  utterance  of  some  separate  god, 

Chanted  a  proclamation  of  its  own, 

Whereof  the  burden  was  a  wilder  hope 

Than  life's  fantastic  dreams  of  Paradise. 

—  I  left  the  boat  as  if  to  meet  some  land 
Where  mystery  dissolved  in  promise,  and 
Desire  arose  to  strange  expectancy, 
As  if  desire  itself  might  be  its  goal ; 
No  longer  did  I  seek  oblivion  now, 
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But  rather,  led  by  forces  lacking  name 

Yet  certain  as  the  Polar  draw  for  some 

Unvarying  needle  in  a  veerless  hour, 

To  keep  in  wakefulness ;  for  memory 

So  strong  had  grown,  I  would  have  memory 

If  nothing  more,  for  all  its  cheating  pangs ; 

Nay,  was  this  all  ?     I  truly  was  led  on 

By  that  mad  mask  of  Hope  that  all  men  know, 

That  struggles  its  own  counterpart;  for  I 

Might  almost  have  believed,  in  that  wild  hour, 

My  love,  by  some  like  impu'se,  might  have  sought 

Incredibly,  our  meeting-place  once  more. 

At  all  events,  I  must  return  to  it,  and  there, 

As  will  or  as  occasion  must  prescribe, 

Wear  out  the  night,  or  heading  inland,  march, 

As  first  I  had  devised,  till  weariness 

Demanded  sleep,  or  day  came  sleepiessly. 

A  shoreway  led  unto  the  river-park, 
Only  to  be  attained,  this  time  of  year, 
By  ferry  and  by  road.     Three  hours  or  so, 
Through  unregarded  streets,  down  ravaged  lanes, 
Then  along  footless  roads,  past  many  a  stil) 
And  gated  house  where  but  a  window  beamed 
Across  the  stubblefields  or  through  bare  boughs ; 
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Then  through  a  gravel-trad  set  thick  with  dark 
Low-glowering  pinetrees  for  a  little  space, 
And  I  was  there,  among  my  curious  shrines, 
Not  a  soul  near  me  in  the  giant  sweeps 
Of  air  and  shore  and  sand  that  made  the  night. 
The  wind  blew  piercing  cold ;  the  river-banks 
Clashed  with  white  breakers  like  an  ocean-strand ; 
The  magic  lights  were  dead  beneath  the  stars, 
Yet  half  the  place's  range  gave  space  enough 
To  let  it  still  be  clear  no  creature  moved, 
No  guardian  of  the  hour,  no  travelling  waif 
Other  than  I,  desiring  shelter-hold. 
Then  first  did  my  adventure  foolish  seem; 
And  thinking  then  I  might  go  on  with  morn 
And  meanwhile  try  to  sleep  would  sleep  but  fall, 
I  found  an  easy  refuge,  won 
By  climbing  to  a  gallery  fenced  in 
Three  sides  against  the  winter  winds  and  rains; 
There,  while  it  shook  beneath  the  wind's  long  roar, 
I  sought  the  unseen  paths  of  sleep, 
To  find  each  one  but  sealed, —  as  it  might  be 
A  blind  crypt  in  the  recess  of  a  wall. 
I  lay  and  listened  for  some  tokening. 
I  heard  upon  some  inward  consciousness 
Not  kindred  to  the  sense,  again  that  sound 
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As  of  a  singer's  voice,  from  worlds  of  life 

Afloat  within  Death's  echoing  corridors ; 

I  heard  a  sound  of  bells  within  my  ears, 

That  fluxed  and  swelled  in  one  reverberant  flood, 

Not  liquid  but  in  eddying  streams  of  air, 

As  if  it  had  been  poured  on  tempest-winds 

From  out  of  skies  no  life  had  made  impure. 

Through  every  purling  conduit  of  the  blood, 

And  sheer  through  each  eledric  nerve,  ran  swift 

Like  flickering  light,  a  throe,  not  of  the  flesh, 

But  rather  of  the  spirit  centering  there, 

And  I  arose,  as  if  one  exorcised, 

Remade  my  pack,  as  if  to  take  the  road, 

Yet  hastily,  as  if  its  end  was  near; 

And,  scrambling  back  unto  the  ground,  I  took 

The  way  again,  —  one  way,  no  other  more. 

Borne  by  the  wind,  I  reached  the  boardwalk's  end, 
The  silver  way  into  the  frozen  marsh ; 
And  as  I  entered  in,  as  into  fields 
Seen  in  the  Western  world  that  no  man  knew, 
Few  men  desired  the  gleams  of,  I  awoke, 
As  once  before,  into  that  singular 
Clear  interpenetrance  of  earth  and  air 
That  I  had  known  that  fateful  tide  when  I 
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Had  found  the  first,  this  truthtold  fateful  realm 

Within  the  world's  own  midst, 

Not  ever  to  be  sought,  but  only  found. 

And  then  I  thought,  as  I  walked  marvelling  there, 

The  wind  ceased,  and  a  moonlike  radiance  fell ; 

The  skies  grew  all  alive  with  meteors 

That  cracked  and  hissed  in  burning  rocket-rings ; 

The  wide 

And  lucent  pool  that  was  the  heavens,  creamed  o'er 

As  if  with  sheets  and  phosphorescent  foams 

And  centric  sprays  of  dropping  nebule-dust : 

And  then  it  seemed  as  if  the  wild  stars  spoke, 

Transcending  light,  all  inarticulate  sound 

For  full-intelligible  speech  and  song, 

Star  questioning  and  star  answering  star,  like  sage 

And  neophyte,  like  choristers  by  dawn : 

—  How  name  the  issue  of  mine  aimless  years  ? 

—  Desirest  thou  my  knowledge? 

—  More  than  T>ay  ! 

—  /  name  the  issue  of  thine  years  to  be 
Lifey  by  the  law  thou  dost  not  make  nor  mend. 

—  /  strive  not  either. 

—  Strive  not?    Strive  thou  must •, 
Nor  other  can  I  tell  thee  though  I  break 
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The  silences  ofDiuturnity. 

—  Nay,  speak  again,  for  yet  thou  knowest  it ; 
How  name  the  issue  of  mine  years  of  Life, 
Since  I  ordain  them  not  ? 

—  /  name  the  issue  of  such  years  to  be 
J^ove,  and  what  follows ; 

—  If  aught  is  there  to  follow,  let  it  be ; 
How  name  the  issue  of  mine  years  of  J^ove  ? 

—  /  name  their  issue,  sparing  naught  of  it ; 
Desire  and  Pain. 

—  And  what  from  these,  if  aught  ? 

—  Wisdom,  no  more,  within  a  million  years. 

—  And  wherewith  Wisdom,  since  all  Life  and  Love 
Accomplish  naught  save  but  Desire  and  Pain  ? 

—  Death,  and  Death  only,  ere  thy  wisdom  cease. 

And  then,  within  the  pauses  of  the  night : 
Well  note  how  I,  scarce  but  a  flaming  brand 
That  once  was  taper,  once  a  pitted  shell, 
And  once  a  garden  of  auspicious  Life, 
Among  a  myriad  brands  yet  roll  and  flare ; 
Unquestioning,  in  a  fashion  unperturbed, 
For  all  my  travailing  : 
For  what  is  yet  to  be,  must  be. 
If  thou  attainest,  in  thine  years  of  life, 
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Unto  a  tongue  to  bid  thy  creatures  bear. 
This  be  thy  rotey  —  there  is  no  other  one 
Of  but  its  import,  though  a  milliard  brands 
May  make  a  milliard  worlds  augmenting  it; 
Live  while  thou  livest,  love  the  while  thou  lovest 
Ere  thy  desire  and  thy  inveterate  pain 
Bring  wisdom  sure 
And  thy  one  hope  be  death ; 
For  in  the  rolling  Universe 
Is  no  more  deep  desire ',  no  vaster  pain 
Than  fills  the  consciousness  of  living  things 
Thralled  on  the  way  to  godhood's  empty  power. 
I  heard  each  separate  word  distinct  and  true 
As  the  seen  image  of  a  different  star ; 
I  seemed  to  hear  within  its  tingling  fall 
Assurance  that  my  dream  was  not  to  be; 
But  even  in  the  hearing,  as  I  stood 
Balked  yet  again  of  my  sole  dream,  and  yet 
Expectantly  upon  the  margined  night, 
Confronting  Time  and  all  its  wisdom  true, 
Confronting  Space  and  all  its  labor  strange, 
Knowing  each  word  no  utterance  of  the  stars 
At  bottom,  but  the  echo  of  my  own 
World-questioning  spirit  in  a  world  obscure, 
I  seemed  to  open  unknown  doors  of  sense, 
18  137 


SYLVIA 

Hearing  with  ears  not  limited  to  sound, 

Seeing  with  eyes  not  compassed  by  the  sights 

Of  earth  and  air  and  stellar  luminance; 

Then  in  the  drowning  inpour  of  a  sea 

Of  revelation  sense  could  yield  no  name, 

I  felt  that  my  love's  presence  as  before 

Was  on  me  in  the  night's  infinitude,— 

And  I  ran  forward  in  the  zodiac 

To  where  our  lives  had  fused  and  swooned  ^together, 

Hard  by  a  single  tree  that  languished  there. 

And  there,  —  O  miracle!  —  within  the  road 

That  shone  with  light  as  of  the  Austral  moon 

In  vision  over  wastes  of  inland  sands, 

I  saw  the  unforgot  black  form,  whose  every  line 

Firmed  with  expectancy  as  I  drew  near 

With  freezing  blood  like  one  that  music  stills ; 

I  caught  the  perfume  of  her  dress  and  hair, 

I  saw  the  face  gleam  and  grow  large,  the  eyes 

Stare  into  mine,  I  felt  the  lips'  reply, 

The    arms'    tight    clasp,  like   quivering    ropes    and 

firm ; 

And  as  we  stood  there,  parted  and  rejoined, 
My  lips  upon  her  lips  and  eyes  and  on 
The  gold  intorted  wreaths  and  serpent-coils, 
That  in  devices  rich  and  new,  clung  round 
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In  solid  bulks,  each  temple  and  each  ear, 

I  heard  again,  as  in  some  hidden  cave 

More  mighty  than  a  hollowed  world's  intern, 

The    voice    that,    with    a   spell    more    strong    than 

Death's, 

Had  so  possessed  my  hour's  all-ordered  flight. 
I  knew  it  then  had  rung  through  each  dusk  dream 
Of  mine  unheard  through  many  a  night  and  morn, 
To  chant  the  magic  way  I  did  not  know. 
What  words  it  framed  I  scarce  remember  here, 
Only  the  liquid  tones  more  sweet  than  song. 

Yet  I  recall,  as  we  stood  blended  there, 
In  mutual  mystery  yet  I  might  not  clear, 
At  that  lone  spot  in  winter  midnight  cold, 
Still  dazed  for  all  my  certain  cognizance, 
That  plainly  I  did  ask  how  it  had  been 
That  she  had  gone  that  other  night  while  I 
Had  there  remained,  oblivious  and  alone, 
Among  the  marsh-pools.     Thus  made  she  reply ; 
That  seized  by  shame  far  deeplier  than  by  fear, 
And  noting  how  the  fumes  of  wine  still  clung 
In  all  I  said  and  thought,  she  had  stolen  back 
To  find  no  living  peace  by  night  or  day ; 
Till,  moved  by  impulse  passing  hope  and  fear, 
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She  had  reventured,  even  for  Memory's  sake, 
As  women  would.      I  heard  with  wondering  ears. 

Then  came  a  stranger  thing.      I  would  have  led, 
For  all  that  passion  surged  again  past  hold 
Unguarded  there  as  never  else  had  been, 
A  way  from  out  the  marshes,  and  returned, 
(Supposing  she,  like  I,  had  journeyed  thence), 
Back  to  the  city  and  a  place  of  warmth 
And  habitance,  where,  need  be,  might  I  learn 
Reply  to  any  of  a  thousand  questions 
Pain,  loneliness  and  sihnce,  one,  had  wrought. 
The  first  was  at  my  lips  —  how  came  she  here  ? 
Its  answer  —  with  a  hundred  answers  crowned,— 
Rang  unevoked, 

"  I  have  a  place  to  go, 

Not  far  from  here,  and  you  shall  go  there  with  me!" 
And,  wondering  more,  I  followed,  by  a  road 
That  I  had  thought,  in  earlier  wanderings  there, 
Had  led  but  to  a  jungle  of  waste  lands. 
Near  the  blown  river-bank,  it  seemed  for  miles 
We  wound  it,  slow,  like  lovers  newly  brought 
Together  in  green  isles  known  after  death ; 
And  ever  as  I  spoke,  to  bind  more  fast, 
If  might  be,  by  the  tale  of  my  one  love, 
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The  union  that  to  break  meant  agony 

No  death  could  suage,  no  deathless  time  commute, 

She  would  but  smile,  upturning  for  a  kiss 

The  cold  pure  lips  whose  touch  was  life  supreme, 

All  After-life,  and  all  nepenthes  vain. 

We  came  unto  a  spot  where  banks  arose 
Above  the  black  wind-swept  white-fretted  stream ; 
There  stood  a  house  'mid  box  and  cypress-bush, 
Long,  low,  and  of  design  unusual, 
I  thought,  for  such  locality  as  this ; 
Being  indeed  of  build  the  rather  seen 
In  suburb-towns  of  more  ambitious  range; 
Gabled,  half-timbered,  and  with  chimneys  bunched 
Here,  there  and  yon,  in  angles  of  the  roofs. 
We  entered  by  a  little  terrace-door, 
Set  near  a  mullioned  window,  where  there  shone 
A  flickering  light  as  of  a  fire  within. 
The  door  led,  though,  beneath  a  stairway's  landing; 
I  had  a  glimpse  of  darkly-panelled  halls 
Set  out  with  trophies  and  with  things  of  ease ; 
But  we  went  down  a  lengthy  corridor 
Unto  another  stairway  whence  we  rose, 
No  sound  within  the  house,  into  a  chamber 
Filled  with  low  lights  and  Asiatic  smells 
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Drowning  the  wholesome  scent  of  torchwood  fires 
And  there,  while  I  with  fresh  amaze  looked  on, 
I  watched  my  love,  without  a  spoken  word, 
But  yet  with  laughter  like  an  elfin  bell 
Streaming  a  signal  through  enchanted  glades, 
Put  by  the  great  black-feathered  headgear,  lay 
One  side  the  knee-cloak  that  had  covered  her, 
And  stand  confronting  me  with  waiting  eyes ; 
I  saw  the  half-disordered  hair's  own  gold 
That  swept  each  side  in  one  dense  cataracl: 
The  upcurved  brows,  the  hollow  cheeks  that  burned 
Still  with  the  wind  amid  their  pallid  fall;  — 
Half-burying  the  ears  and  their  long  weights 
Of  glittering  jetwork,  with  the  weight  of  coils 
And  ropes  of  silk  and  pins  of  clouded  shell; 
I  saw  the  eyes  burn  once  again  with  fire 
Hid  from  the  common  sight  of  life,  yet  born 
Of  Life's  unmeasured  wells  continually ; 
I  saw  the  mouth's  red  pulsing  curve,  I  saw 
The  pure  young  throat,  the  long  extended  arms 
As  laughter  died  and  I  dissolved  between; 
Sleep  seemed  then  to  close  round  us,  or  a  dream 
Deeper  than  dreams,  more  exquisitely  strange, 
Like  a  dream  dialyzed  of  many  dreams ; 
My  love's  own  form  became  a  dream  of  gold 
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And  breathing  perfume,  and  soft  touch  and  sound; 

I  felt  my  ears  drown  out  in  spirit-song, 

Felt  round  my  head  sweet  waters  merge  and  close ; 

The  world  was  dying,  silent  like  a  tide; — 

And  then  I  reeled,  'neath  crashing  light  and  sound, 
As  of  some  some  wild  convulsion  of  all  worlds ; 
I  thought  the  earth  reeled,  like  a  floating  ball, 
That  I  crashed  down  to  it,  that  I  was  thrown 
Then  loose  from  it,  like  some  whirled  waterdrop ; 
The  day  broke,  with  the  wind's  long  scream ; 
Once  more  was  I  alone; 

And  I  was  striding  .  .  .  striding  in  the  dawn 
Along  the  still-tossed  watershores. 

For  three  days  I  patrolled  the  river-bank 

And  the  low  marshlands ;  every  track  and  path 

And  every  frozen  run  for  twenty  miles ; 

I  found  the  gravel-bank,  but  could  not  find 

A  trace  there  of  the  house  that  I  had  seen ; 

A  rough  but  sheltering  pinewood  scraggled  there, 

Where  I  had  spells  of  sleep;  I  saw  three  days 

The  river  whiten  and  solidify ; 

The  two  or  three  farm-houses,  distant  each, 

Where  I  had  begged  for  knowledge  of  the  house 

Where  I  had  been  to  clasp  my  love  again, 
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Had  early  sworn  they  did  not  know  of  it; 

So,  toward  the  third  day's  nightfall,  when  two  men 

Came  from  a  range-light  station  I  had  passed 

At  intervals,  to  know  my  business  there, 

I  told  them  I  had  been  studying  the  place 

And  planning  pictures; 

I  crossed  the  river  on  the  sheets  of  ice, 

And  found  a  swift  way  home. 

I  slept  a  day,  and  then  the  urge  began, 
Strange  hope  at  war  with  black  and  blind  despair. 
This  time  there  was  no  labor,  as  at  first; 
How  the  days  passed,  a  week,  I  did  not  know; 
But  when  a  week  had  rung,  my  mind  was  clear 
That  I  no  longer  might  pursue  such  life 
As  I  had  chosen,  —  and  had  thought  ordained; 
So  for  a  day  or  two  I  sought  employment 
As  a  dock-laborer,  being  of  strong  frame, 
Well  fit  for  toil  within  an  hour  of  need, 
In  such  an  hour  as  this.     A  night  or  two, 
And  I  had  packed,  all  ready  to  be  sold, 
My  furnishings  and  all  that  I  had  prized, — 
The  works  of  craftsmen  greater  than  my  race 
Might  think  to  breed,  for  many  a  century, 
Feeling  that  these  had  spoken,  and  were  done. 
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And  then  there  came,  as  I  was  sending  word 

To  have  all  borne  away,  that  I  might  feel 

The  true  exhaustion  of  a  drudge's  life, 

That  knows  not  hope,  nor  memory,  nor  desire 

Beyond  a  ready  hand's  reach;  —  then  there  came 

A  letter  from  a  country  overseas, 

Signed  by  a  painter  whose  neglected  power 

I  once  had  seen  illumining  a  waste 

Of  walls  smirched  over  with  ineptitude, 

And  touching  whom  I  then  unheard  had  spoken, 

Lost  among  swollen  words  and  echoes  vain 

Yet  fiercer  than  a  voice  of  truth  might  be : 

If  there  is  any  man  within  the  world 

Whom,  by  the  Virtue  of  a  seeing  soul, 

I  most  should  life  to  see  reach  name  and  note 

Before  death  squanders  one  more  mans  design. 

That  man  is  he ;  and  I  was  minded  somewhat 

Myself  to  write,  and  speak  what  I  had  thought; 

But  in  my  world  of  much  misunderstanding, 

Where  every  word,  almost,  seemed  read  but  wrong, 

I  feared  the  ancient  charge :  that  I  had  sought 

To  climb  long  steeps  upon  another's  road, 

Upborne  by  something  of  another's  might, 

Perhaps  most  loudly  cried  by  him  I  spoke. 

And  thus  had  I  withheld ;  when  here,  like  dawn 
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Mistimed,  nay,  scarce  believed-in,  was  a  word 

From  this  craft-brother  I  had  never  seen, 

Adjuring  hope,  and  more.      Its  outcome  was, 

That  clear  ashamed  amid  wild  bursts  of  grief 

And  mystery,  and  rage,  and  fears  of  madness, 

I  soon  fell  back  upon  my  work  again ; 

Only,  when  I  had  ceased  it  for  the  day, 

Or,  worse,  arisen  to  it  fresh  after  sleep, 

I  would  have  greeted  Death  with  grateful  words. 

Two  things  kept  life  alive ;  the  sense  that  I 

Now  struggled  on,  at  last  not  all  in  vain, 

And  the  weird  hope,  sustained  by  what  had  been, 

That  what  had  been,  might  be. 

"What  happens  once,  oft  happens  thrice;"  the  saw 

Rang  like  a  prophecy  by  night  and  day. 

But  then  there  came  another  change ;   I  found 
As  weeks  went  by,  that  work  again  grew  stale ; 
And  I,  who  had  been  a  painter  of  the  land, 
Of  things,  not  men,  —  of  things  that  lived  a  space 
After  the  men  that  ordered  them,  first  strove 
Since  my  beginning-years, 
To  form  a  living  face  upon  the  void 
Space  of  a  canvas  that  I  had  prepared, 
To  find  if  I  could  not  recall  and  paint 
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The  features  of  my  love. 

It  seemed  the  rather  like  some  "child's  attempt" 

Than  like  the  certain  plan  of  some  full  mind 

That  knew  what  might  be  done,  what  must  but  fail. 

I  set  a  palette  I  had  never  seen, 

For  that  I  had  ceased  long  since  to  paint  the  day. 

I  agonized,  with  powers  that  late  had  grown, 

That  had  not  failed,  by  any  gauge  I  brought, 

To  speak  my  word,  and  neither  less  than  more ; 

Yet  found  them  all  but  helpless ;  I  sought  round 

My  wondering  world  for  models  I  might  use 

For  some  faint  purpose  of  suggestion ;  sought 

My  streets  again  by  night,  in  hope  to  see 

Some  face  that  might  bring  back,  for  just  so  long 

That  I  could  fix  its  mould,  my  love's  bright  head ; 

For  singularly  that  extraneous  ease 

With  which  I  had  learned,  by  virtue  of  long  pains, 

To  keep  clear  images  of  all  I  had  seen 

In  a  night's  round,  or  just  so  much  of  it 

As  I  might  need,  till  brush  could  fix  it  fast, 

Would  not  avail  for  more  than  just  the  things 

Of  usage,  —  my  tremendous  avenues 

Begemmed  with  silent  lights,  yet  destitute 

Of  human  form  to  mark  them  ways  of  men ; 

My  giant  bridges,  sleeping  wharves  and  piers, 
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And  roadstead  lights  upon  a  world  of  blue. 
I  had  found  pride  in  this,  considering  how 
These  monuments  of  man  had  so  outgrown 
Their  builders,  brief  and  so  diminutive ; 
Or,  at  the  worst,  had  housed  such  animals 
As  could  not  plot  a  line,  nor  lay  one  stone. 
But  I  turned  now,  to  paint  the  figure  in 
Of  my  own  love,  as  I  had  seen  it  first 
Within  the  the  river-park's  phantasmal  glow; 
So  tiny  must  it  be,  a  single  stroke 
Was  all  that  I  in  any  case  might  use 
Within  a  picture  done.  —  She  gazed  at  me 
The  therefore,  out  of  many  a  city-scape 
By  night,  as  men  that  sought  might  find  today. 
I  stood  her  at  the  head  of  some  long  slope 
Between  converging  rows  of  buildings  tall, 
More  vast  and  terrible  than  mountain-cliffs 
Where  homed  the  eagle  and  where  thunders  dwelled; 
She  stood  upon  some  weary  sidewalk's  marge 
Like  one  upon  a  shore  of  empty  seas, 
Half-seen  within  a  single  lamp's  white  zone, 
Half-hid  beneath  its  central  shade  obscure ; 
Again  she  leaned  from  some  dark  ferryboat, 
As  ever,  all  alone ;  behind  her  stood, 
Solid  yet  braced  against  the  water's  heave, 
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Great  wagon-horses,  ponderous  market-wains ; 
I  stood  her  'mid  the  angled  shafts  and  rays 
Where  crossing-lights  in  silvery  caltrops  joined; 
But  on  such  scale  was  each  complete  design, 
Turned  with  its  face  unto  the  arrased  wall 
And  left,  in  fever  of  another  plan, 
That  nowhere  in  my  prided  unseen  store 
Might  I  discover  one  full-finished  space 
Demanding  more  than  just  a  stroke  or  two 
With  finest  point,  to  leave  her  standing  there 
Within  some  giant  gorge  where  silence  ruled. 
The  marvel  rose,  that  each  half-careless  wisp 
That  placed  a  figure  and  no  more,  was  she ; 
Recognizable  through  the  distances 
And  darknesses  of  glooming  streets  and  lanes, 
Even  though  so  far,  within  her  painted  world, 
That  had  that  world  been  real,  no  voice  could  reach 
Intelligibly  where  she  stood  and  yearned. 
I  never  lost  its  wonder,  though  I  strove 
To  paint  her  near  at  hand,  as  painters  would, — 
How  futilely,  there  is  no  record  now. 
So  none  the  less,  against  all  things  I  knew, 
The  hopeless  yet  not  all  absurd  employ  went  on, 
To  show  my  love  not  thus  but  personably;  — 
When  every  canvas  there  was  marked  with  her 
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Seen  image  in  the  lieu  of  signature, 

To  such  a  strange  effect  as  you  shall  hear. 

The  traveller  Frederic  Parsons  was  a  friend 
I  had  found  somehow  in  the  world  of  chance; 
Three  years  or  so  before,  I  had  made  vignettes 
To  ornament  a  book  of  escapades 
And  perils  and  of  strange  adventurings 
That  he  within  a  half-score  years  had  known 
In  various  changing  moods,  in  varied  lands ; 
It  happened  that  for  once  my  work  had  pleased ; 
And  when  within  the  city,  he  would  pass 
Sometimes  a  day  of  quiet  talk, 
More  often  but  an  hour  between  trite  hours. 
Parsons  talked  most;  I  grew  to  like  the  man, 
Despite  a  tongue  that  spared  not  things  nor  men. 
—  Perhaps  because  of  it,  as  failures  would. 
One  afternoon,  within  a  week  of  thaws, 
When  I  was  laboring,  and  in  deep  distress, 
To  bring  to  line  and  form,  to  changeless  hue, 
One  of  the  many  portraits  I  had  spoiled 
In  their  beginnings,  hopelessly  set  wrong 
In  seeking  body  for  the  bodiless; 
There  came  a  knocking  at  my  silent  door, 
And,  swiftly  putting  by  the  nightmare  thing, 
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I  let  in  Parsons. 

The  man  had  never  been  unwelcome ;  yet 
This  time  I  would  have  given  half  a  month 
^Of  work,  near  yielded  choice  of  all  I  had, 
Had  he  remained  away. 
For  I  of  late  had  found  that  I  desired, 
More  now 

Than  ever,  but  to  work  and  think  alone, 
For  all  the  aborted  things  wherewith  I  had  shamed 
And  trebly  shamed,  a  brother's  true  belief. 
Pride^conquered ;  when  we  had  talked  a  little  while 
And  Parsons  had  retold  a  coming  search, 
In  some  Alaskan  valley,  that  a  friend, 
Half  thinking  vain,  had  begged  assistance  for, 
There  came  the  usual  question ;  what  had  I 
Of  late  found  new  in  my  cosmogony? 
And  so  it  chanced,  not  otherwise,  that  I, 
Knowing  we  might  not  meet  again  for  long, — 
Since  Parsons  would  not  wait  the  Spring,  but  go, — 
Brought  forth  a  canvas  he  had  often  seen, 
Three  years  of  life  in  conscience  painted  in. 
"Like  Michelangelo,  the  extra  touch?" 
Said  he;  "or  Whistler's  polka-dot?" 
And  then  I  saw  the  man  grow  silent;  strain, 
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With  eyes  that  narrowed  and  with  form  that  stood 

Firm  yet  aquiver,  like  a  pointing-dog's, 

To  gaze  into  the  night  that  yawned  before. 

He  took  the  the  thing,  as  some  scene-shifter  might, 

And  turned  it  round,  in  hope  of  better  view; 

And  as  I  watched,  it  rose  to  me  that  once 

If  never  yet,  if  not  again  to  be, 

Had  I  by  some  odd  accident  aroused 

Some  deeper  thing  than  either  praise  or  blame. 

"This  is  most  strange,"  said  he ; 

"What  is  this  figure  you  have  painted  in  ?" 

"A  stroke,"  said  I,  "set  in  in  sheer  relief 
From  painting  always  these  deserted  streets." 

"Extraordinary  !"   Parsons  then  returned ; 
"It  seems,  as  you  have  said,  the  merest  stroke, 
Left  with  a  casual  brush,  yet  I  could  swear, 
Allowing  for  the  distance  you  have  set, 
The  darkness,  lack  of  color,  dubious  form, 
—  No  form  at  all  in  fad:,  —  a  living  soul, 
More  living  than  has  ever  lived  in  paint, 
Keeps  watching  down  this  curious  avenue." 
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"I  had  that  very  thing  in  mind,"  said  I, 

"But  hardly  hoped  that  I  might  compass  it. 

I  think  when  one  forgets  the  instrument, 

The  work  is  at  its  best. 

Keeping  in  mind  the  thing  that  most  I  sought, 

Ignoring  both  the  surface  and  the  brush, 

My  figure  stood  there  in  a  moment,  —  so!" 

And  I  brought  forth  another  teeming  canvas. 

"I  thought,"  said  he,  "you  had  expunged  the  figure 

From  all  this  recent  work." 

"I  had,"  said  I, 

"But  yet  it  seems  as  if  the  loneliness, 
The  vastness  of  these  all-unending  streets, 
Is  but  the  more  if  one  lone  shade  appears." 

He  seemed  oblivious  of  my  words,  but  asked, 
"A  shade?"  —  and  as  I  thought,  in  startled  tones. 
"A  type,"  said  I,  "as  all  such  things  are  types, 
'Created  out  of  nothing  by  the  mind.' ' 
Then  he,  as  if  in  self-communion,  said, 
"It  must  be  some  wild  freak  of  memory." 

It  seemed  as  if  some  barrier-wall  unseen 
Rose  clear  between  us,  comprehensible 
No  more  than  might  be  just  the  sheet  of  glass 
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An  insecT:  strains  at ;  but  I  ventured  this : 
"Someone  you  know,  perhaps  ?" 

"That  once  I  knew!" 

Parsons  remained  an  hour;  nor  could  I  force 

Any  return,  by  inoffensive  means, 

To  what  was  clear  we  both  had  most  in  mind. 

Through  all  the  talk  of  Parsons'  enterprise 

Neverthess,  I  felt  suspicion  grow, 

As  between  strangers  warned  of  enemies  ; 

And  when,  with  plans  all  said,  he  rose  to  leave, 

I  bade  farewell  and  Godspeed,  safe  return, 

With  far  more  earnest  words  than  I  could  feel. 

And  yet  my  door  had  scarcely  closed,  than  I 

Ran  to  the  stairhead,  shouted ;  he  was  gone. 

That  night  there  came  another  freezing-spell ; 
I  woke  to  hear  the  wind  at  roof  and  stair 
Shaking  all  things  it  met,  for  all  it  moved 
Above  the  city's  whistling  pinnacles 
In  one  long  solid  firm  Northwestern  flow ; 
I  knew  the  summons,  keen,  imperative, 
And,  Oh,  most  sweet !  —  Sweet  as  a  password  born 
Whispering  upon  the  secret  lips  of  Death, 
To  make  the  way  most  sure,  —  and  to  no  vale 
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Of  Time's  eternal  and  dissolving  night, 
But  such  a  garden  of  undying  Peace 
As  might  reward  Life's  aeoned  agonies, 
Not  simply  give  them  end.     I  lay  till  dawn, 
This  not  being  far,  and  once  again  set  forth 
Onto  the  highroads,  thinking  I  might  seek 
Yet  once  again  the  marsh-house ;  long  before 
The  noon  had  sent  its  echoes,  even  there, 
I  was  among  the  filming  creeks,  the  dead 
Marsh-labyrinths  and  the  sere  and  empty  paths. 
It  struck  me  then,  —  in  strength  of  such  belief 
As  men  call  knowledge,  —  that  not  ere  the  night 
Could  I  bring  hope  to  possibility. 

And  so  I  from  the  river  turned  away, 
Taking  an  inland  highroad.     Afternoon 
Drew  on,  and  passed.     The  icy  nightfall  found 
The  farmlands  dwindling,  and  a  waste  of  sand 
Sown  over  with  dark  pines,  each  minute  grow 
The  wilder.     At  an  inky  cedar-stream 
Froz'n  at  the  edge  but  whirling  at  the  midst, 
I  paused  to  drink  and  eat;  then  once  resumed, 
I  found  a  level  plain  where  woods  had  been, 
So  strown  with  piles  of  brush,  that  I  surmised 
There  had  been  charcoal  burned  but  recently. 
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A  wagon-way  led  off  the  turnpike  there, 
And  I,  turned  into  it,  discovered  soon 
An  empty  hut,  that  stood  among  the  piles 
Of  unburned  shats,  no  more  than  just  four  walls 
Of  pitch-pine,  windowless,  and  with  a  roof 
Laid  thick  with  fibred  sods  and  woodland  trash. 
Outside,  the  frost  was  bitter  ;  but  within 
The  place  was  dry  and  warm ;  a  match's  flare 
Sufficed  to  show  it  stood  untenanted, 
Unfurnished  even  by  a  heap  of  brush 
To  indicate  that  anyone  had  slept. 
I  dragged  enough  to  make  a  sleeping-bed 
In  to  the  farthest  corner;  and  I  lay, 
And  heard  no  sound  within  my  silent  ears 
But  just  my  watch's  nervous  note ;  no  swell 
Of  distant  wind  among  an  answering  grove, 
No  voice  of  bird,  no  touch  of  springing  hooves 
Along  the  muted  sand. 

Then  did  I  first,  for  all  my  hours  at  road, 
Seem  to  be  clear  that  I  had  wandered  far 
And  hopelessly,  in  some  infatuate  spell 
Thrice  beyond  explanation,  that  it  bore 
Through  half  the  day  and  all  the  early  night, 
From  the  one  spot  where  I  might  hope  to  find 
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My  love  again,  by  one  returning  chance. 

The  wonder  was,  that  I,  so  singly  bent 

To  try  the  midnight  river-lands,  had  come 

Twenty-five  miles,  in  such  obliviousness. 

Men  have  been  kncwn  to  struggle  with  a  dream 

Beating  the  bounds  of  reason  flagrantly. 

And  yet  in  such  perversity  zs  dreams 

Might  scarce  record,  had  I,  like  something  led, 

—  Nay,  let  it  be  the  truth,  not  even  led, — 

Greeted  the  hour  a  gocd  night's  march  away. 

And  then  it  seemed  that  I  remembered  something 

Borne  on  the  road  as  I  told  off  the  miles : 

That  I  might  trust  the  impulse  of  a  dream 

Beyond  the  haunts  of  reason,  and  pursue. 

My  memory  seemed  at  fruit:  for  there  were  blurs 

And  yawning  holes  and  patches  here  and  there 

As  in  a  scape  gone  wrong  through  negligence. 

Net  courting,  rot  eluding  sleep,  I  drank 

The  silence  like  a  draught  of  Death's  pure  springs; 

And  as  from  Death  must  Life  again  find  form, 

So  in  the  stillness  waited  I  to  hear 

Some  guiding  sign  from  out  of  nothing  grow, 

Some  voice  arise  where  sound  slept  stirlessly. 

I  lay  and  told  each  minute's  even  pace, 
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I  watched  the  moon  mount  through  the  open  door; 

And  then  I  heard,  minute,  remote  and  low 

Like  the  last  echo  of  a  ghostly  song 

That  was  an  echo  first,  and  then  a  song, 

And  then  an  echo  last  before  it  fell, 

The  voice  that  I  had  heard  when  first  I  ran 

At  my  love's  unknown  summons  in  the  night. 

Shaken  and  thrilled,  as  if  with  some  new  life 

Whereof  the  old  was  but  an  entrance-way 

Walled  with  dark  sense  and  filled  with  images 

Familiar  and  yet  speaking  no  tongue  clear, 

I  as  I  rose,  knew  then  my  love  was  nigh, 

If  unbelievably  as  in  that  hour 

When  last  we  met  beside  the  river-marge ; 

And  though  I  knew  not  where  to  seek,  nor  how, 

I  issued  forth,  beneath  the  lustrous  moon. 

The  sand  lay  white,  like  one  vast  field  of  snow 
Dotted  with  clumps  of  bush,  and  circled  round 
With  the  deep-fringing  pinewoods ;  I  discerned 
As  I  drew  near,  an  outlet  by  a  road 
Meandering  out  upon  the  seaward  side ; 
Led  by  the  moon,  I  followed ;  not  so  long, 
And  the  woods  broke  again.     I  stood,  with  heart 
That  stilling,  bade  the  lips  gasp,  as  I  saw 
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Lie  there  before  me,  locked  in  gentle  hills, 

On  one  of  which  I  stood,  the  gleaming  floor 

Of  a  small  woodland  lake, 

White  as  pure  marble,  yet  like  marble  freaked 

Faintly  with  whirls  of  shimmering  hyaline. 

As  I  ran  down  the  slope  I  heard  the  ice 

Settle  between  the  shores,  then  throb  and  boom 

Like  the  struck  chamber  of  some  giant  bell ; 

I  heard  the  water  at  some  distant  weir 

Where  well  I  knew  that  other  lakes  must  range, 

Sown  with  cranberries  in  the  year's  retreat, 

These  months  deserted.     Underneath  the  trees 

That  clad  the  farther  bank,  I  saw  there  stood 

A  structure  of  some  sort,  —  most  like  to  be 

One  of  the  shelters  used  at  berry-time, 

Deserted  else.     But  as  I  swiftly  drew 

Beneath  the  lowering  shadow  of  the  pines, 

I  saw,  no  longer  dazzled  by  the  moon, 

That  what  I  neared  was  something  I  had  known ; 

And  then  I  felt  the  flesh  creep,  as  it  might 

Beneath  some  strain  of  empyrean  song, 

Some  blast  of  music  low  but  infinite 

Blown  upon  echoes  of  a  choir  unseen ; 

For  half  in  terror,  half  in  transport,  both 

Aswim  in  mystery,  did  I  recognize 
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The  house  wherein  my  love  and  I  had  been. 

There  came  a  flash  of  reason ;  had  we  strayed 
By  any  breathing  hap,  so  far  afield  ?— 
Somehow  I  knew  its  rooms  deserted  long. 
Its  lampless  foreface  fronted  me ;  and  where 
At  one  side  lay  the  room  where  we  had  fled, 
Each  window  stared  from  its  moon-fretted  plane 
Dark  as  an  eye  of  death ;  the  terrace-urns 
Lay  here  and  there  upset  —  by  whose  mad  hand? 
As  I  strode  then  unto  the  door  I  knew, 
I  found  it  knockerless,  unbarred ;  a  thrust, 
And  I  was  free  within  the  empty  house. 
The  moon  streamed  in  through  many  a  dusty  glass 
On  the  bare  walls  and  on  the  littered  floor 
Where  tamiads  and  other  woodland  things 
Had  brought  their  fallen  pine-cones  and  held  feast; 
I  heard  swift-scurrying  feet,  low  chatterings 
And  tiny  squeaks  of  wrath  and  sudden  fear; 
But  as  I  stole  from  room  to  vacant  room, 
From  corridor  to  corridor,  from  stair 
To  soundless  stair,  from  hall  through  lampless  hall, 
I  heard  no  human  voice,  no  human  tread, 
I  knew  no  human  presence  saving  mine, 
If  mine  it  was  that  all  night  lingered  there. 
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I  thought  the  house  grew  older  with  the  dawn ; 

As  the  late  day  in  cheerlessness  gleamed  in, 

I  wondered  it  had  struck  decay  so  soon, — 

Its  frames  and  panels  wried  a,nd  crusted  o'er 

Without,  within,  from  long-corroding  damps, 

With  mould,  with  lichens  of  a  hundred  hues, 

Dead  since  the  summer  yet  still  crawling. 

Then  my  heart  sank ;  its  very  realness  bore 

The  stranger  witness  to  my  waking  world ; 

Yet  almost  could  I  there  have  truly  sworn 

I  heard  a  voice  declare : 

Thy  love  is  but  a  spirit  and  a  dream, 

'Born  of  thy  heart  ,  like  all  the  shapes  of  dream, 

No  more  than  as  the  passing  of  a  star, 

*A  breath  of  wind  across  thine  airless  aisles, 

A  moon-shaft  in  some  feckless  moment  seen 

Not  for  itself  beyond  thy  pavement-lamps, 

But  for  the  light-stream  shed  from  Deity. 

I  turned  away ;  took  the  returning  road, 

And  some  miles  homeward,  at  a  crossway,  turned 

Into  a  settlement,  —  where  stood  a  train. 

An  hour  or  two  and  I  was  at  the  stair 

That  led  unto  my  waiting  roof-retreat ; 

Where,  as  I  mounted  weary  with  the  night, 

Yet  sleepless  now  for  many  a  pondering  hour, 
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A  figure  stood  and  knocked  upon  my  door, 
Turning  to  face  me  as  it  heard  my  tread ; 
And  there  I  greeted  Parsons,  whom  I  had  thought 
A  thousand  miles  upon  some  Westward  way. 

"I  could  not  find  a  sleeping-berth,"  said  he, 
"My  train  was  filled ;  and  having  one  more  day, 
I  thought,  if  you  were  not  too  occupied 
With  work,  that  I  might  spend  it  here  with  you." 

"I  have  been  out  all  night  within  the  woods," 
"Said  I,  "and  I  have  seen  some  curious  things, 
But  have  no  care  for  either  work  or  sleep." 

"I  too  have  been  awake  all  night;  suppose 
You  go  somewhere  to  breakfast  with  me ;  then 
We  shall  be  free  for  anything  you  choose." 

"Better  than  that,"  returned  I;  "breakfast  here;" 
And  while  the  coffee  steamed,  I  noticed  how 
Parsons  went  through  my  stacks  of  canvasses 
Against  the  wall ;  I  watched  the  while  I  drew 
Food  from  the  haversack,  set  cups  and  plates, 
How  he  must  stare,  with  eyes  like  one  adream, 
Yet  wakeful  in  the  presence  of  a  will 
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Commanding  will,  at  each  depicted  range 

Of  night  where  stood  my  love's  incanted  form. 

Then,  as  we  ate  and  drank,  I  told  the  tale. 
He  heard  me  through,  without  a  spoken  word, 
Though,  for  a  time,  I  thought  that  I  could  read 
On  the  man's  face,  all  signs  of  disbelief 
In  some  infatuate's  fantastic  rune:  — 
The  substitute  for  life,  of  some  blind  fool 
Alone,  abjured  where  life,  a  hand's  grasp  near, 
Escaped  all  grasp  as  it  sped  whispering  round, 
Yet  knew  it  pass,  and  hearing,  cried,  "I  see !" 
-The  legend,  rather,  of  some  exiled  soul, 
Self-banished,  and  for  whom  no  presence  rose, 
So  filled  the  void  cold  years  with  fancied  shapes, 
"The  Will-to-live  creating  out  of  naught, 
The  Ego  building  up  the  Infinite," 
The  frenzy  of  one  thirsting  at  a  fount 
Whence  nothing  flowed:  — 

These  things  I  saw,  with  less  contempt,  I  thought, 
Than  pity  that  a  weakling  might  believe 
That  any  soul  could  find  them  credible, 
Succeed,  like  varying  clouds,  not  sun  and  cloud, 
Each  one  the  other,  on  the  face 
Of  my  still  listener  as  I  labored  there. 
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Mad,  or  a  liar?     No  choice  rose  but  these, 
And  soon  enough,  I  saw  derision  foil 
Dislike  upo  nthe  moment's  meeting-ground 
Of  passions  my  friend's  face  now  broke  to  be, 
Despite  its  ordered  wont,  its  clear  control ; 
I  cut  narration  short  of  all ;  to  beg 
Of  Parsons  then  an  equal  confidence. 

"A  confidence?"  said  he,  "I  have  none  to  yield; 

I  think  that  someone  must  have  drugged  the  drink; 

Put  stingo  in  the  ginger,  so  to  speak, 

The  first  hour  you  were  in  such  company. 

I  am  tempted  to  believe  your  Dulcinea, 

Your  cutty-Sark,  your  Belle  T)ame  sans  Merci 

At  worst  some  sidewalk  prize,  and  at  the  best, 

Transformed  by  stingo  and  the  artist-eye, 

Some  dirty  little  dish-faced  movie-queen. 

This  might  explain  the  house  beside  the  river, 

Beside  the  lake,  wherever  it  may  stand, 

Rented  a  while  for  some  'heart-drama',  left 

For  anybody's  appanage  till  Spring ; 

Perhaps  the  girl  was  a  domestic  there ; 

And  yet"- 

I  thought  for  once  that  Parsons'  voice  rang  false, 
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As  might  one  speaking  in  poor  mimicry 

Of  voices  and  of  things  not  fully  known  ; 

"You  told  me  yesterday,"  said  I, 

"These  things  reminded  you 

Of  someone  you  had  known  ; 

I  think  that  you  might  venture  where  and  how ; 

My  mind  seems  clear, — I  have  not  walked  in  sleep, 

I  have  not  just  been  dreaming !"  and  I  shook 

From  off  my  feet,  the  white  sand  still  that  clung. 

Parsons  returned: 

"It  could  not  be  the  same, 
By  any  chance ;  you  have  my  word  for  it. 
It  shocked  me  for  a  moment  when  I  saw, 
Within  my  own  illusion  certainly, 
Resemblances  that  had  no  place  but  there. 
Your  story  is  a  strange  one. 

— I  recall 

By  means,  however,  yet  more  strange  than  this ; 
A  necessary  matter  left  undone, 
Forgotten  yesterday.     It  may  require 
Only  a  minute,  possibly  some  hours ; 
Your  story  brought  it  back.      If  I  excuse 
Myself  and  go,  then,  will  you  take  it  kindly  ?" 
There  was  no  other  course ;  we  said  farewell, 
I  shut  the  door  upon  another  friend, 
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Went  back  to  work;   I  could  not  work,  —  nor  sleep 
For  thinking  of  the  happenings  of  the  night. 

And  yet  I  know  I  must  have  dozed  away ; 
Though  I  could  note,  like  one  in  wakefulness, 
The  hours  creep  round,  through  noon,  through  af 
ternoon, 

Each  with  its  low  clear  clock-chime  overhead, 
Repeated  with  a  muted  clangor  through 
The  open  panes,  from  some  adjacent  tower; 
I  knew  the  light  to  wane,  the  dusk  to  close, 
The  city's  lamps  rise  red  through  redder  glooms 
Like  the  smoke-fires  above  seen  pits  of  Hell, 
The  street -roar  lapse  and  change.     All  grew  con 
fused 

And  feverish  and  thick,  though  day  had  been 
In  its  beginning  icy  pure  and  clear. 
I  saw  blind  windows  lighten  one  by  one, 
Like  characters  of  fire  on  some  dun  page. 
I  heard  sharp  motor-horns,  quick  starting-bells, 
Dissolved  in  janglings.     Out  of  Chaos'  self 
The  voice  of  some  blaspheming  song-machine 
Crawled  like  a  worm  within  the  living  brain. 
I  saw  the  cornice-lights  like  sulphur-blots 
Range  out  on  many  a  roof  and  turret.  —  Brown, 
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Distressful,  mirk-tinged,  grew  the  early  night. 
I  thought  there  were  strained  pulsings  in  the  world, 
Repeated  while  my  mind,  repelling  sleep, 
Throbbed  with  a  kind  of  bitter  unison. 
Startled,  I  woke  to  hear  its  beat  resolve 
Into  a  steady  knocking  at  my  door; 
And  I  arose,  and  once  again  there  stood 
Parsons,  apologetic  yet  distraught. 

"I  want  you  if  you  will,  tonight,"  said  he, 

Tomorrow,  then,  or  any  time  you  choose, 

To  take  me  where  you  found  this  curious  house." 

And,  sorry  I  had  so  misjudged  a  friend, 

Though  wondering  none  the  less  to  hear,  I  said, 

"There  is  a  train  will  take  us  to  a  station 

About  ten  miles  from  there. 

We  ought  to  reach  the  place  by  nine  o'clock. 

I  should  consider  it  a  kindness  if 

You  would  come  with  me  once;  my  wits  are  mazed." 

"Agreed!"  said  he. 

"Then  we  must  go !"     But  ere 
Parsons  would  leave,  he  begged  that  I  should  take 
A  weapon  of  some  sort. 

"What  could  one  meet,"  said  I,  "to  fire  at  —  shad 
ows?" 
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Nevertheless,  I  found  an  old  revolver, 
Insisting  that  my  friend,  not  I,  should  bear  it. 
Little  was  said  until  we  left  the  train. 

"I  never  knew  you  quite  so  taciturn," 
Said  he,  when  we  had  plodded  for  an  hour, 
I  leading,  by  forgotten  wagon-ways, 
Alone  beneath  the  moon-deserted  stars. 
"The  night  has  been  so  wonderful,"  said  I, 
"So  much  to  note,  so  much  to  see  and  hear, 
I  beg  you  will  forgive  me !"     But  the  speech 
Died  soon  again.     Another  mile,  I  heard 
Parsons  draw  up,  with  something  like  a  sigh. 
"What,  tired  so  soon  ?" 

"Not  tired ;  I  am  afraid." 
"Of  what?"  said  I. 

"Of  things  I  cannot  speak. " 

I  felt  an  ugly  thrill,  but  laughed  it  out. 
"Unspoken  things  are  little  to  be  feared; 
Pain,  weakness,  want,  Life's  three  realities, 
Articulate  enough,  —  I  give  them  due ; 
The  rest — 
What  is  there  in  the  world  to  fear  save  these  ?" 
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"Onesself!"  said  he. 

"Parsons,"  returned  I,  "there  is  something  cloaked 

Behind  this  willingness  to  come  with  me, 

And  this  abrupt  reversion.     If  you  fear, 

Not,  as  you  vouch,  your  unclear  self,  but  me, 

Let  us  return,  by  all  means ;   I  shall  hold 

No  blame  at  all  against  you,  if  you  think 

As  many  would  have  thought,  most  thought,  you 

deal 

With  no  romancer,  but  a  man  insane. 
If  still  you  fear,  go  back  along  this  road, — 
It  is  the  only  one ;  you  cannot  miss. 
There  is  a  tavern  just  beyond  the  station, 
Will  bed  you  for  the  night,  and  waken  you 
To  catch  the  morning  train ;  or  if  you  choose, 
I  shall  rejoin  you  in  the  morning  there." 

"And  you  ?" 

"Go  on  into  the  woods  awhile. " 
We  stood  and  faced  within  the  glimmering  road, 
With  steaming  breath  not  only  seen  but  heard, 
Like  animals'.     "It  is  not  you,"  said  Parsons, 
"For  had  I  not  believed  the  gist  of  truth 
In  all  you  told,  what  else  could  bring  me  here?" 
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"What  else,  indeed  ?     Good-by  then  till  the  day." 
I  had  no  thought  now  but  to  press  ahead, 
And,  frankly,  to  be  out  of  pistol-range. 
Was  I  the  madman,  or  was  Parsons  ?     One, 
The  other,  now,  it  must  be.     But  I  soon 
Heard  Parsons'  voice  behind  me,  calling  out, 
With  accents  that  seemed  fearful  to  be  heard, 
That  I  should  wait,  and  hear  the  matter  through. 
"I  am  so  torn  with  all-conflicting  things," 
Said  he,  "I  scarce  know  yet  the  confidence 
To  make  the  whole  stand  clear;  for  I  have  been 
Not  following  the  world's  way,  but  pursued. 
You  shall  know  all,  if  this  is  what  I  think : 
Reality  in  terms  of  the  unknown, 
The  inexistent  in  some  guise  of  Being" 
I  felt  the  chill  of  Death ;  but  he  went  on, 
Inexorable  as  Death,  as  deaf  and  blind: 
"Give  me  one  chance ;  and  let  me  follow  you 
And  find  this  house ;  it  may  not  be  the  same, 
Or  it  may  be  the  very  same,  —  for  you, — 
Deserted  briefer  time  than  might  appear. 
This  is  for  me  a  deeper  thing  than  shows ; 
For  well  or  ill,  this  time  tomorrow  night 
I  shall  be  off  into  my  world  again, 
But  meanwhile,  if  insisting,  you  shall  learn. 
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My  hope  is,  this  may  find  a  happy  issue, 

The  whole  but  prove  some  natural  course  of  things, 

Misunderstood,  half-seen,  amazed,  precipitate, — 

I  shall  go  on  with  you,"  —  so  on  we  trod 

Into  the  clear  and  limitless  pure  night. 

We  heard  the  deer  among  some  distant  brush, 

The  soughing  of  our  own  white  breaths,  the  sound, 

Like  muffled  heartbeats,  thick,  insensible, 

Of  our  own  feet  upon  the  heavy  sand. 

And  then  at  last  we  felt  within  the  air, 

That  piercing  tang  that  spoke  of  waters  near, 

The  frozen  sand  grew  hard  as  rock ;  we  turned 

To  note,  pale-glimmering,  off  between  dim  trees, 

The  lake  where  I  had  been. 

Then  came  another  night  of  mystery 
And  fear  so  deep  that  even  where  I  lie, 
My  slow-dissolving  soul  grows  sick  with  it 
Beyond  Life's  fear  of  Death,  or  any  fear. 
For  as  we  found  the  spot  where  stood  the  house, 
There  was  no  house,  nor  any  sign  of  house, 
Though  we  could  find  the  place  where  I  had  left 
The  lake-rim  and  set  foot  on  solid  ground. 
Five  times  we  made  the  circuit  of  the  ice, 
The  lake  above,  the  chain  of  lakes  below, 
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Till  the  drear  speech  was  frozen  from  us.     Then, 

To  make  it  plain  that  I  had  spoken  truth, 

I  guided  Parsons  to  the  hut.     With  speech 

I  was  for  lights  and  fires,  but  he  demurred. 

"We  yet  may  need  some  sight  within  the  dark, 

And  fires  and  glares  would  spoil  it !"      I  agreed, 

Proposing  one  more  strict  if  hopeless  round. 

"We  shall  at  least  while  out  another  hour," 

Said  I,  "and  leave  us  that  much  nearer  dawn. 

Meanwhile  the  moon  is  due:" 

Then  through  the  darkness  came  the  rising  wail, 

Incredible  enough  in  that  clear  night, 

Incredible  among  the  unseen  trees, 

Of  some  heart-stilling  and  mysterious  wind, 

That,  like  a  shriek  of  human  terror,  swelled 

Into  the  shivering  spaces  of  the  air, 

That  made  to  quake  the  rooted  forest-pines 

Like  things  of  knowledge  and  not  unconcern, 

Like  creatures  of  response,  not  sufferance; 

Until  it  seemed  each  rootlet  thrilled  with  fear, 

Until  it  seemed  that  every  unseen  leaf 

Of  all  the  myriad  leaves  in  that  black  wood 

Writhed  like  a  nerve  that  shrank  some  surgeon's 

probe ; 

We,  as  it  fell  and  rose,  fled  back  within 
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The  cabin  like  lost  wretches  who  had  heard 

The  agony  of  some  fiend-riven  soul 

Torn  in  wild  shreds,  each  shred  one  separate  soul 

That  cried  against  Hell's  one  undying  pain. 

I  stood  like  stone ;  yet  felt  like  second-sight 

Within  the  dark  that  let  no  touch  be  seen, 

Parsons  sink  down,  like  one  who  bears  a  blow, 

Grasp  at  my  wrist,  and  bind  it  as  with  steel ; 

And  what  it  was,  and  whence  it  came,  the  fear 

That  had  been  his  while  I  but  sought  to  learn 

What  confluence  of  things  not  understood 

So  surged  around,— 

The  fear,  I  say,  flowed  forth  from  Parson'  veins 

In  cold  transfusion,  through  my  tingling  own; 

I  moveless  heard  the  sounds  die  ofF;  "Get  up," 

Said  I,  "your  nerves  have  just  gone  wrong; 

An  Amalek  like  you,  to  fear  the  wind !" 

"That  was  no  wind !"  said  he.      I  froze  again, 

Yet  found  the  will  to  speak :  "It  was  the  wind 

That  sometimes,  on  a  winter  night  like  this, 

When  all  is  clear,  apparently  so  still, 

May  blow  all  night  from  out  the  West  and  North!" 

"It  is  no  wind,"  said  he;  "I  know  it  well ! 

Soon  will  it  come  again,  and  we  must  hear ; " 

I  listened;  but  there  was  no  other  breath. 
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"It  still  may  be  that  you  have  subtly  lied; 
What  do  you  know,"  burst  then,  "of  me  or  mine?" 
"What  you  yourself,  have  told  in  speech  and  print, 
No  less,  no  more  ;  what  bearing  has  it  here  ?" 
"Bearing  enough !  it  gathers  in  my  mind 
That  I  should  kill  you,  had  I  not  the  fear"  — 
But  even  as  the  words  were  speaking,  there 
The  wind  rerose,  most  like  a  human  moan ; 
So  dreadful  and  so  sad,  so  fraught  with  fear 
And  anguish,  as  it  seemed,  of  earth  not  born, 
I  could  have  sunk  into  the  shaken  ground 
With  pity  and  with  terror  binding  it. 
I  heard  a  scream  from  Parsons,  cold  and  shrill, 
Not  like  a  man's  voice,  nor  a  human  thing's ; 
"What  is  it?"  yelled  I ;  but  the  blackness  brought 
No  answer  as  I  tore  away  my  hand, 
Leaving  the  wrist-skin  still  in  Parsons'  hold. 
I  heard  a  deafening  crash  behind  me,  known 
For  a  wild  shot  that  missed  its  frenzied  aim 
As  I  leaped  outward  through  the  open  door, 
Into  the  brush-piles,  toward  the  wagon-track; 
Five  others  followed  swiftly  as  I  ran ; 
But  ere  I  had  gone  a  hundred  yards,  I  heard 
Half-strangling  as  I  thought,  a  voice  behind 
Crying  for  help,  I  knew  for  Parsons'  own. 
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What  was  it  ?  thrice,  what  was  it  ?  was  I  mad, 
Was  Parsons  mad,  had  all  the  world  gone  mad, 
The  earth  itself,  the  rivers  and  the  winds 
Turned  human,  made  for  madness  to  crush  down ! 
The  wind  within  my  ears  a  demon's  howl, 
I  hastened  back,  for  fear  which  way  to  turn  ; 
Confused,  I  struck  the  pallid  roadway's  line, 
And  grovelling  there  upon  the  frozen  sand, 
I  came  on  Parsons. 

"God,  God!"  said  he;  "again  —  and  did  I  miss  — 
Or  have  two  ghosts  come  back  instead  of  one"? 

"You  shot  to  take  away  my  life  —  and  why  ?" 

Parsons  was  strong,  but  I  was  swift;   I  swung 

The  fist  yet  gloved  against  the  bitter  cold, 

Meeting  the  jaw,  half  by  an  accident, 

So  that  he  crashed  back  to  the  earth  again. 

Yet  when  the  man  lay  there,  I  still  was  loth, 

For  ignorance  of  such  untoward  things, 

That  I  should  leave  the  night  to  him,  —  and  to 

What  rapt,  what  anguished  secret  undisclosed ! 

And  thus  I  waited.     Once  again  I  saw 

The  white  moon  rise,  and  felt  the  cold  creep  down, 
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The  silence  win,  as  if  the  world  was  dead 
Beneath  some  sky  where  never  Life  might  waken. 

At  length  the  figure  in  the  road  revived, 
Only  to  lapse  again,  again  revive, 
And  lapse  again  before  it  sat  and  spoke. 
Still  dazed,  with  accents  like  a  man  adream, 
This  is  the  story  then  that  Parsons  told : 

"She  was  my  wife,"said  he. 
"I  knew  that  house  three  thousand  miles  away. 
It  stood,  the  part  of  my  inheritance, 
Beside  a  marshy  lake  where  herons  bred 
And  nested  in  the  silence,  year  past  year. 
I  brought  her  there,  a  life-guard's  only  daughter, 
Whose  eyes  were  blue  with  staring  at  the  sea, 
Whose  hair  was  glittering  as  the  golden  wake 
Thrown  by  the  sun  there  in  a  windless  hour, 
Whose  breath  was  sweet  with  purifying  winds, 
Whose  soul  was  like  a  lonely  sea-mew's.     Folk 
Of  consequence  and  such  as  most  I  knew, 
No  different  there  from  what  your  people  find, 
Left  us  the  place,  for  that  its  mistress,  fair 
Beyond  all  family  fairness  county-worthed, 
For  them  was  of  a  lesser  human  kindred. 
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Friends  fell  away :   her  world  was  not  their  world ; 

We  took  a  travel-year.     More  beautiful 

She  grew,  till  strangers  at  the  steamer-side, 

Till  pioneers,  till  castaways  we  met 

On  sea-tracks,  in  the  ports  of  distant  lands, 

Would  gaze,  and  gaze,  and  whiten  to  behold  her. 

I  thought,  for  her  oblivion  of  such  things, 

Such  happiness  was  hers,  as  life  might  yield 

To  any  woman  not  a  viceroy's  mate. 

My  own  delight  in  her  possession  lay 

Mostly  in  pride  of  what  all  men  could  see. 

But,  being  still  young,  I  thought  the  mind  would 

grow 

As  mine,  I  thought,  was  growing.     We  returned 
To  settle  in  the  house  beside  the  marsh ; 
And  there,  I  thought,  with  pictures  and  with  books, 
With  music  and  what  men  call  interests 
Who  know  no  need  to  labor,  did  I  hope 
To  pass  the  days  in  'ease  and  quietude.' 
Such  friends  as  came,  were  mostly  men  of  ease, 
Not  men  of  impulse,  talkers  in  the  day, 
All  scholarly  and  silverly  and  suave, 
Preaching  the  cause  of  Wisdom  in  the  world, 
Wisdom  and  Beauty,  shown  in  words  and  hues. 
And  I  was  young,  and  listened  to  it  all, — 
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There  must  have  been  some  slackness  in  the  blood, 
My  mother  having  been  American, 
Creature  of  causes,  movements  and  the  like. 
—As  for  the  girl.      I  thought  that  there  were  times 
And  instants,  —  but  an  instant  for  a  time,— 
When  she,  so  circumstanced  against  all  harm, 
All  change  that  made  for  one  unhappiness, 
Would  somehow  lift  a  questioning  eye,  like  one 
Imprisoned  past  all  hope,  yet  seeking  hope 
At  any  casual  hand. 

"All  barriers  are  barriers  of  the  mind. 
I  was  not  slow  to  mark  the  certain  change ; 
Unspoken,  yet  with  no  least  call  for  speech. 
Among  the  visitors  to  find  our  house 
There  was  a  struggling  painter,  young  as  I. 
Not  there  so  long,  he  pleaded  she  might  sit 
For  still  another  portrait  —  there  were  several, 
By  skillless  hands,  that  had  not  seen  the  light. 
For  once  the  plea  was  taken  with  full  grace, 
And  so  the  work  began.      I  watched  it  grow. 

"I  was  called  up  to  London  for  a  week, 
Leaving  my  word  the  portrait  should  proceed, 
And  thinking  I  should  buy  it,  did  it  please. 
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When  I  returned,  —  this  was,  as  now,  by  night, 
And  earlier,  by  days,  than  I  had  planned, 
I  stumbled  on  the  couple  I  had  left  there, 
Making  swift  work  of  opportunity. 
With  what  degree  of  guilt  or  innocence, 
I  did  not  wait  to  see,  but  drove  them  forth 
So  quietly,  without  a  heated  word, 
The  servants  did  not  know  of  it.     But  when, 
Five  minutes  gone,  I  heard  torrential  rains 
And  a  great  noise  of  wind,  I  followed  them. 
Unseen,  I  found  them  in  a  summer-house, 
No  more  than  just  a  roof  and  four  supports, 
Beside  a  weir-gate.      Round  them  roared  the  rain. 
I  wept  to  see  the  head  that  once  had  found 
Rest  on  my  shoulder,  find  a  place  elsewhere, 
And  though  I  pitied,  I  took  aim  and  fired. 
I  saw  my  wife  collapse  and  settle  down, 
Hold  by  both  hands  the  standing  figure ;  then, 
Draw  loose,  collapse  a  second  time,  and  sink 
Into  the  white-whipped  waters  of  the  weir. 

.a] 

The  man  let  sound  one  loud  inhuman  cry, 
But  turned  and  ran.      I  lost  him  in  the  night. 
Nor  did  I  find,  —  nor  did  I  ever  find, — 
Give  ear,  you  demon,  —  did  I  ever  find, 

..^JHFl: 

Until  I  found  my  wife,  with  eyes  astare 
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As  from  the  pits  of  Hell,  from  each  damned  canvas 
Smeared  with  its  unclean  phosphorus" 

Parsons  had  risen ;  yet  was  I  prepared, 

And  as  the  man  drove  at  me,  shaken  still 

From  the  chance  blow  that  I  had  planted  home, 

I  fought  at  some  advantage,  giving  ground 

And  guarding  carefully  against  each  lunge 

That  came  from  left,  from  right,  crude,  savage,  blind. 

At  last  all  science  fled ;  we  grappled  there 

Like  warring  beasts,  each  tearing  for  some  hold 

Wherewith,  by  crushing  life,  to  make  life  sure. 

I  was  the  younger,  and  I  knew  the  more, 

For  all  of  Parsons'  knotted  strength. 

We  battered  until  hands  lost  feeling;  then 

We  ceased  to  strike,  but  wrestled  back  and  forth, 

Among  the  brush,  along  the  frozen  ground. 

At  length  I  found  a  knee-blow,  that  relaxed 

The  griping  hold  that  at  my  throat  still  tore, 

And  Parsons  sank ;  I  knew  that  he  was  done. 

I  thought  the  man  was  dying,  as  I  stood, 

Breathed  out  beyond  all  speech,  and  like  to  lie 

There  on  the  ground,  and  yield  up  life  beside. 

After  a  time  I  gasped : 
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"You  stand  the  beast,  by  every  proof;  not  I. 

I  see  this  as  it  is,  and  understand. 

Could  you  so  badly  memorize  that  now, 

After  these  years  of  silent  knowledge,  you 

Could  think,  —  that  I,  who  never  left  these  shores, 

I  was  the  man  whose  life  you  yet  could  claim  ? 

I  did  not  know  your  wife; 

I  never  was  in  England. 

All  had  been  clear,  had  you  disclosed  the  truth." 

1  saw  such  life  as  was,  again  return. 

The  cold,  too  sharp  for  long  unconsciousness, 

Almost  too  sharp  for  pain,  drew  back  desire 

Of  life,  and  therewith  life  itself.      I  heard 

Parsons  whine  out,  with  voice  both  high  and  shrill: 

"You  were  the  man — were  younger  than  I  thought; 
Kept  living  here,  secure  .   .   .  unsought,  unknown ; 
These  artist-faces,  clear,  so  innocent, 
Screen  souls  more  dastardly  than  Hell  believes. 
You  might  plead  half  your  years,  and  carry  it." 
Parsons  writhed  hard  with  pain,  but  could  not  rise, 
Nor  would  I  give  a  hand.      But  I  returned: 

"You  know  how  I  yet  disbelieve  in  Gods, 
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Or  Hells,  or  any  of  that  refuse  —  listen! 
I  swear  to  you  in  crystalline  pure  truth, 
Not  for  the  fear  of  Gods,  but  truth's  own  sake, 
That  all  is  as  I  said ;  you  know  my  story. 
I  am  insane,  perhaps ;   I  have  not  lied !  " 

Parsons  spoke  then,  as  one  awake  with  drugs : 
"Truth  is  the  newest  form  of  our  illusions. 
You  lie.      But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there. 
You  ran  that  night,  and  I  have  hounded  you, 
But  overstept  you,  like  a  snake  in  grass. " 

"Tell  me,"cried  I,  divining,  "how  you  came 
To  set  at  this;  what  followed  —  on  that  night?" 

"I  thought,  that  when  I  left  that  place  behind, 
If  I  escaped,  (though  little  might  I  care,) 
That  I  might  seek  some  other  side  the  world. 
Escape,  or  hanging,  weighed  indifferently. 
When  I  returned  unto  the  house,  I  found 
No  single  sign  that  one  had  heard  a  shot, 
Its  mistress  had  'retired'  an  hour  before. 
I  bore  a  sick-tray  through  a  week  of  rains. 
I  came  away  at  leisure ;  left  the  place 
To  servants,  thinking  hourly  what  the  weir 
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Might  redisclose  to  any  seeking  it. 
After  six  months,  I  sold  the  house ;  'transaction' 
Took  place  through  my  solicitors,  who  knew 
And  followed  close  my  journeys  ;  not  a  word 
Ever  broke  forth,  of  what  had  been.      From  day 
To  day  I  waited  for  the  papers'  flare 
Across  two  continents.      I  wandered  back 
To  find  the  weir  drained  out  to  be  rebuilt, 
Remaining  there  until  the  work  was  done. 
Nothing  was  found  within  my  sojourn  there, 
While  I  explained,  at  houses  that  I  knew, 
My  wife  was  in  America. 

Each  time 

I  rose,  however,  to  take  final  leave, 
In  tones  that  hinted  legal  separation, 
I  looked  to  find,  awaiting  at  the  door, 
Detectives,  constables,  exposure,  trial, 
British  opinion,  sermonizing,  death. 
One  thing  sped  my  departure ;  when  1  learned 
The  house  had  thrice  changed  occupants  within 
The  year  or  two  I  had  forsaken  it. 
The  why,  none  knew;  for  sellers  kept  their  counsel. 
The  rumor  was,  among  the  village  people, 
That  no  one  dared  approach  the  weir  by  night; 
That  such,  at  times,  would  hear  a  dreadful  wail 
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Sound  out  across  the  waters, —  not  the  cry 

Of  any  living  creature  they  might  name, 

Yet  living  none  the  less.      I  heard  it  said 

That  bands  of  rustics,  armed  and  full-equipped 

For  exorcism,  were  considering 

Descent  upon  the  place,  in  company 

With  some  witch-finder  of  the  country-side, 

The  vicar  having  tushed  the  whole  affair. 

Such  was  the  talk.      I  left  there  quietly, 

But  not  before  I  had  caught  her  cry  by  night. 

I  heard  it  once,  off  banks  of  Newfoundland 

Sheer  through  the  mist,  though  no  man  heard  but 

me; 

I  have  heard  it  in  the  night  by  logging-camps. 
I  heard  it  in  the  gorge  at  Constantine. 
I  heard  it  in  the  Elephanta  caves, 
I  heard  it  on  a  wharf  at  Galveston, 
I  heard  it  from  an  igloo  near  Cape  Chudleigh. 
I  have  heard  it  in  the  night  from  sleeping-trains, 
Gliding  without  a  pause  through  lighted  cities. 
I  ask  you   ...  if  my  wife  was  innocent  ? " 

"How  could  I  know  —  or  judge?"  said  I;  "Go  on!" 

"Go  on  ?  Go  on  ?   I  fear  both  death  and  life, 
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And  speech  no  less  than  silence.      I  believe 
That  God  is,  and  that  God  in  judging  knows. 
I  did  not  seek  your  life  because  you  knew 
What  I  had  done,  —  divined  it  if  you  choose." 

"Parsons,"  cried  I,  "my  mind  is  far  gone  wrong; 

I  fancied  I  had  heard  the  stars  and  winds 

Talk  in  the  very  speech  of  living  men. 

I  know  the  brain  may  lie.     I  ask  you  this, 

And  ask  it  in  the  hope  of  lending  aid : 

What  traces  could  you  find  —  of  him  who  wronged 

you?" 

"Nothing,"  said  he,  "until  I  found  you  here, 
And    learned    from    lying     lips  how    Conscience 

wrought !" 

"Mine  is  a  modern  mind,  with  modern  fears," 
Said  I,  "outside  its  record  of  illusion. 
Not  one  of  them  had  birth,  has  hold,  in  Conscience. 
The  saws  lie.     But  I  still  am  conscience-free ; 
And  if  you  choose,  when  we  leave  here  with  day 
break, 

Or,  sooner,  if  you  choose,  and  you  can  go, 
I  shall  conduct  you,  straightway,  to  the  people 
Whom  I  have  seen  in  every  week  of  life ; 
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For  though  I  have  known  many  works  and  painters 

They  all  have  come  to  me,  not  I  to  them. 

I  may,  at  times,  have  touched  familiarly 

On  places  that  you  knew  I  had  not  seen. 

How  did  I  know  such  things  ?      I  did  not  know ; 

But  I  have  seen  the  world  with  my  mind's  eye, 

Knowing  the  pictured  world  of  men  and  lands." 

There  was  a  light  burned  then  within  the  brain, 
Most  like  a  meteor-globe  that  hissed  and  fell ; 
And  so  I  asked,  with  scarce-concordant  breath : 
"It  may  be  I  have  known  the  man  you  thought  me! 
If  so,  I  then  am  one  with  you  to  find 
Where  he  may  be,  and  let  what  need  be,  follow." 

Parsons  returned :  "Such  interest  is  not  true ; 
Besides,  I  have  not  sought  the  man  so  much, 
Especially  within  these  latter  years, 
As  Peace !" 

Here  was  a  strange  rejoinder;  none  the  less 
I  was  insistent,  thinking  still  that  he, 
By  somewhat  passing  circumstance,  would  name 
The  painter  whose  reviving  words  I  knew 
With  memory  sure  as  of  a  childhood  rhyme ; 
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For  where  the  issue  now  that  lay  'twixt  Parsons 
Threatening  and  me  who  bade  it  not  to  rise, 
The  forces  moulding  it  were  yet  so  strange 
That  I  was  set  to  learn  that  it  was  he 
Whose  brotherhood  of  mind  I  must  abjure, 
The  painter  who  had  writ  of  his  belief. 
But  life  was  otherwise;  he  named  a  name 
I  had  not  met  with  in  my  questing  years. 
"Your  mind  may  be  the  freer,"  said  I  then, 
If  you  will  tell  the  whole;  for  Death  is  soon, 
And  secrets  kill  the  soul  that  light  makes  free." 

"What  else  is  there,"  asked  he,  "  that  you  would 
know  ?" 

"Her  name,"  said  I. 

"I  swore  ...   I  swore,"  said 
Parsons, 

"That  I  would  die,  and  yet  I  did  not  die, 
I  would  have  died  long  since,  but  that  I  feared. 
One  oath  to  break  is  like  another  oath. 
I  should  not  speak  her  name ;  but  you  may  know. 
I  have  not  heard  it  since ;  'twas  Sylvia  Norgate." 

I  felt  the  life-flame  sink,  and  I  would  pass 
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Forever  and  forever  out  of  Being : 

Lie  deep  within  the  earth,  dissolve  in  air, 

Drown   between   worlds,    where   never   soul   might 

follow ; 

For  Sylvia  was  my  love;  and  she  was  dead, 
And  I,  though  blind,  had  known,  and  disbelieved 
From  the  first  hours  of  search  that  summer  morn. 
How  could  it  be? 

I  did  not  say  the  words,  but  he  replied : 
"The  woman  has  been  dead  for  twenty  years." 

It  seemed  a  moment  that  I  too  was  dead. 
Down  drew  the  silence  through  the  windless  wood, 
Something  that  was,  and  was  not ;   I  could  hear 
No  murmur  from  the  changing  Universe, 
No  sign  from  Earth,  where  ceaseless  life  so  throve, 
Aspired  and  languished,  with  its  own  self  warred, 
That  there  was  any  ruth  for  human  souls. 
Infinitude  beyond  us,  here  was  Pain. 

As  thought  grew  clear,  that  sought  no  anodyne, 
Then  rose  the  ancient  question ;  as  in  some 
Experiment  by  night,  when  marshalled  minds 
Grow  firm  on  some  dim  trifle,  that  an  agent 
Bid  forth  among  them  jestingly,  may  name ; 
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Had  I  among  some  crux  of  human  minds 

Been  made  an  instrument,  to  no  least  end 

To  share  their  wisdom,  scarcely  wondering, 

But  that  I  too  must  suffer  and  crave  Death  — 

Such  seemed,  in  ways  of  Life,  the  general  law ; 

But  I  stood  here,  'twixt  ways  of  Death  and  Life, 

No  mind  I  knew  might  fathom  nor  believe, 

In  some  unsounded  fashion  played  upon 

By  living  and  by  dead.     Or  could  it  be 

In  Parsons'  soul  that  Memory  so  had  wrought 

As  to  evoke  unmemorable  things 

And  furnish  might  o'er  things  that  had  not  been  ? 

Could  brain  to  brain  send  sight  no  less  than  sound, 

Had  Parsons  from  the  first,  three  years  before, 

So  unbelievably  have  screened  belief 

I  was  in  truth  the  juggling  artist-friend, 

That  he,  in  strength  of  hate's  dark  enginery, 

Might  bring  to  pass  the  things  that  I  had  seen  ? 

This  was  incredible ;  the  man  before  me, 

So  close  to  touch  of  hand,  made  no  return, 

Though  thrice  I  asked ;  he  lying  speechless  there 

Most  like  the  marble  gladiator-form 

That  all  men  know,  who  lies  conversing  Death ; 

I  standing,  hopeless  of  an  answer,  by. 
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Men  are  not  mad 

Because  they  have  seen  what  others  have  not  seen. 

- 1  thought  that  for  a  space  I  walked  again 
With  her  my  love,  whom  now  at  last  I  knew ; 
All  seemed  with  us  as  all,  with  us,  had  been 
Ere  knowledge  came,  with  all  its  millstone  burden; 
I  thought  that  I  had  found,  was  bringing  her 
From  out  the  signless  wastes  of  her  demesne, 
Whatever  unseen  skies  it  reached,  and  where, 
Home  to  my  city  of  unnumbered  stars. 
Led  on  by  certainties  of  love  and  peace, 
(A  word  that  seemed  the  echo  of  a  word 
Sounded  in  sleep  ere  life  knew  sense  and  kind), 
We  trod  it  as  in  some  extravagant, 
Some  transitory  and  yet  clinging  dream 
That  knew  it  must  awake  yet  fought  to  dream, 
A  city  magnified  past  even  dreams 
Fantastic  more  than  architect  might  find ; 
With  silent  footfalls  yet  with  hearts  that  rang, 
We  followed,  rapt,  the  streeted  precindts'  range; 
Down  valleys  glacier-floored  with  level  squares 
Of  marble  and  with  plats  of  pallid  green, 
Each  with  its  own  moth-clouded  sentinels 
Of  pavement-lamps,  that  saw  no  moving  shadow 
Bespeak  the  presence  of  a  living  form. 
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And,  since  it  still  was  night  and  none  was  there 
But  ours,  we  were  the  monarchs  of  a  world 
Contained  within  itself,  that  sought  no  scape 
Of  living  plain  and  sea  to  make  it  whole. 
Before  us  led  the  way ;  on  each  side  rose 
The  soundless  altitudes 

Of  towers  and  buildings  yet  more  mighty-walled 
Than  Parsons'  gorge  of  terror;  miles  above 
And  miles  beyond,  to  where  all  sight  converged 
Above,  beyond  the  street's  end  fronting  us, 
We  saw  fresh  lights  by  one  and  one  appear 
Till  all  that  world  was  as  a  luminous 
Amazing  garden  wherein  lights  and  stars 
And  flowers  of  nebulous  and  vibrant  hue 
Made  carnival  that  we  alone  might  know ; 
Then  as  we  watched,  we  saw  fresh  towers  unfold 
High  on  the  mounting  cliff-scarps,  to  our  gaze 
Like  sky-sails  bellying  loose  before  a  wind ; 
From  these  again  broke  dizzier  towers,  from  these 
Broke  towers  like  changing  forms  in  summer-cloud. 
We  saw  clear  temples  grow,  as  in  some  play 
Of  building-blocks  beneath  a  child's  light  hand, 
Yet  piling  of  themselves,  to  heights  unspaced, 
Without  the  touch  of  hand ;  — 
Acropoli,  white  hypostyles  in  rows, 
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Sargonic  forecourts,  fronting  the  wide  skies, 

Incredibly  upreared  on  summit-heights 

Beyond  compute  in  spaces  of  still  air, 

Palmed  Luxor-palaces ;  green  Babylons 

With  trailing  vines  and  ropes  alive  with  bloom, 

That  swung  down  sickening  heights,  then  dangling 

free, 

Walled  cities  of  the  fierce  Mongolian  North, 
On  centuried  foundations  crowding  roofs 
Like  mountain-crests  where  cosmos-dragons  reared ; 
Minars  and  wats,  and  hundred-storied  blue 
Pagodas  hung  each  tier  with  clashless  gongs, 
Tall  castles  of  the  years  that  had  not  been, 
Some  terrible,  like  solid  thunder;  some 
(These  far   the   more),  where   halcyon   years  could 

rule; 

Egg-domes,  blind  arches,  galleried  pinnacles, 
White  spires  alive  with  winged,  pure  chiselled  forms 
Of  beauty,  not  the  shapes  of  any  dread, 
Vast  piers  and  soaring  bridges ;  creamy  walls 
Unpierced,  that  fell  five  thousand  feet  in  sheer, 
Revolving  porcelain  stairways  touched  with  gold. 
Each  bore  its  flame,  yet  in  one  common  glow 
That  fused  the  earth  into  the  pendent  air, 
Shone  like  a  Walhall-crest  in  burning  skies ; 
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Near  hand,  the  framework  of  our  close  dissolved, 

All  seemed  as  in  a  loosed  volcano's  glare 

Made  for  the  glory  of  unterrored  earth ; 

The  gray  stone  walls  enclosing  us  flushed  forth 

And  paled  and  flushed  with  incandescent  rose 

Like  the  shell's  hollow  from  Pacific  sands, 

Like  wonder-stone  from  some  Numidian  hill 

Where  sleepless  fires  had  hid  since  Earth  was  born. 

The  dank  and  glooming  pit-mouths  well  1  knew 

For  entries  to  the  daylight's  treasure-holds, 

Resolved  in  black-barred  grottoes  wherein  glowed 

And  pulsed  like  living  hearts,  the  watchers'  red 

Fires  of  the  storied  world  whence  gold  had  sprung ; 

And  then  it  seemed  that  as  we  wandered  there, 

With  speech  not  of  our  lips  but  of  our  souls, 

It  came  to  us  that  by  the  flux  of  Time 

Were  we  the  last  inheritors  of  Earth, 

Who  need  but  will,  and  what  we  willed  was  ours, 

Willed  into  being  by  the  godlike  brain. 

Desiring  neither  immortality 

Nor  any  wisdom,  I  but  gazed  on  her 

As  once  we  paused,  as  on  our  river-nights 

Under  the  sleepless  stars ; 

Knowing  that  neither  death-defying  life, 

Such  as  men  craved,  nor  life-defying  power, 
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Was  worth  a  season  of  such  love  as  had 
Been  given  us  among  the  trampling  feet 
Of  powers  we  did  not  know  but  could  not  flee. 
No  gift  of  certain  knowledge,  of  control 
Over  Time's  forces  or  the  lives  of  men 
Might  weigh  with  it,  might  reach  its  void,  forlorn, 
Though  memory  watched,  in  clear,  unsleeping  tryst, 
In  varying  guise  but  one  unchanging  form, 
At  every  highway  marked,  Eternity. 
I  thought  that  for  a  moment  all  things  stilled 
In  silences  beyond  the  calms  of  earth, 
Then  in  the  flow  of  that  enchanted  fire 
And  mystical,  that  issued  from  each  fane 
And  palace-form,  I  felt  our  faces  near, 
Her  eyes  were  on  my  eyes,  her  soul  put  forth 
From  eyes  and  lips, 

A  pale  and  trembling  nimbus  hovered  round; 
Then  I  remembered.     All  dissolved  away 
As  in  the  fidtive  dream  that  it  had  been ; 
And  I  was  left  alone  between  black  walls 
Blacker  than  night,  for  all  their  crowns  of  fire. 
The  city  loomed  away ;  at  each  cross-lane 
The  damp  wind  blew  from  off  the  river's  front, 
And  I  could  hear,  though  distant,  the  white  waves 
Rush  rolling-crested  on  before  its  urge, 
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With  a  long  roar  like  some  vast  waterfall, 

With  deep,  inundant  shocks  at  each  set  pier ; 

And   then   I  thought  the  wind   rose   through   the 

streets 

In  one  long  shriek  of  rage  ; 
And  I  was  blown,  in  clouds  of  whirling  dust 
Shotted  with  trash  and  spits  of  river-foam, 
Where,  where  I  knew  not ;  but  it  seemed  to  me 
Each  wall  became  a  red-hot  cliff  of  Hell, 
And  every  light  became  a  screaming  mouth 
Till  Hell  grew  sick  with  terror,  just  to  hear; 
Then  all  was  Night,  and  silence  infinite, 
A  silence  yet  that  pulsed  and  throbbed, 
With  memory  and  with  anguished  life-desire 
Of  her  whose  soul  and  image  were  of  death, 
Projected,  —  by  what  power  ?  —  through  Life's  do 
main. 

I  heard  the  silence  deepen  past  all  change, 

Yet  once  again  did  Parsons  speak : 

"Wait  here !  —  It  may  be  yet  that  she  will  come, 

And  choose  between  us!"       But  she  did  not  come, 

And  at  the  dawn  I  led  a  maniac  forth. 
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NOTES  AND  ERRATA 

Page     1 1  :  THE  PARASCHIST.     This  and  the 
subsequent  poems  were  not  written,   but  set 
up  at  the  type-case  without  preliminaries. 
Page     5  2  :  for  benind  read  behind,  etc . 
Page    86  :  read  Back  to  the  others,  etc. 
Page  120:  read  Then  as  in  some,  etc. 

Mysterious  and  sad,  etc. 
Page  125:  read  Transforming,  as,  etc . 
Page  143  :  read  As  of  some  wild,  etc. 
Page  152:  read  He  took  the  thing,  etc . 
I* age  167  :  read  ' 'Tomorrow,  etc. 
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